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DE RANGE. 

PREFACE. 



t 
A PE|iBVA«io!T appears to prevail with many in« 
diTidoals, that it is soareely possible to employ po- 
etry successfully in the service of religion. On 
vhat ground this opinion rests it is not easy to 
say. It certainly has not the support of the most 
distinguished critical writerj. The sentiment of 
Horace, for instance, on the importance of com- 
bining the « useful' with the < ornamental' in po- 
etry has almost grown into a proverb. Longi- 
nus maintains, that he who aims at the reputa- 
tion of a sublime writer, must add to the choice 
t 
■ — J of a virtuous themej a hearty endeavour to be 

'•««« virtuous himself. " He must," says this illustrir 

"^ out critic, in one place, " spare no labour to edu- 

i cate his soul to grandeur^ and to impregnate it 

*- with great and generous ideas." And, in an- 

3 other^ ** the faculties of the soul will then grow 
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Stupid, the spirit be lost, and good sense and ge- 
nius lie in ruins, when the eare and study of man 
is engaged about the morta^, the worthless part 
of himself, and he has ceased to cultivate Tirtue 
and polish his nobler pai-t, his soul." — In like 
manner, C^uintilian has a whole chapter to proye, 
that a great writer must he a good man. — Beat- 
tie, in his ingenious and delightful Essays, has 
several chapters on the same subject. In Pope's 
Essay on Criticism, are many fine passages to 
the same effect. — Johnson affirms the object of 
poetry to be, to instruct by pleasing. — But, per- 
haps the same sentiment is no where more nobly 
. expressed, than in the following lines of a modern 
poem. 

** But of our SouJsy the high born loftier part ; 
Th* ethereal energies that touch the heart. 
Conceptions ardent, labouring thought intense, 
-Creative fancy's wild magnificence ; 
And all the dread sublimities of song 
— These, Virtue, these to thee alone belong. 
Chill'd by the breath of Vice, their radiance di^s. 
And brightest burns, when lighted at the skies : 
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like restal flames, to purest bosoms given, 
And kindled only by a flame from hearen/** 

Nor does this sentiment stand upon the mere 
judgment of critics ; it appears to me founded on 
just views of the constitution of our nature. He 
who seeks merely to please, can hope to touch 
^nly those chords in our bosom, which, if they vi- 
brate at all, cease to vibrate as soon as the touch 
is withdrawn. But he who labours also to in- 
struct, and who, with this object, takes up the 
great themes of morality or religion, illustrating, 
by examples, the misery of vice, or the struggles 
of virtue — ^* purging the mind either by pity or 
terror," may hope, if the execution of his work 
at all correspond with the grandeur of his object, 
to wake in the heart a thousand feelings, which 
have an the force and permanence of the great 
principles and interests with which they are alli- 
ed, and from which they spring. 

Far, indeed, from admitting that taste suffers 
from an alliance with religion, it might not be dif- 
ficult to support the contrary proi>o8ition. 

• 'Granfs Reatoraiian of Learning in the East,* 
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The proper objects of teste, are beaaty and 
sublimit; and whoever has read the eloquent 
Essay of Mr. Alison, will not hesitate to admit 
that beaaty and sublimity do not reside in the 
lineS) oolours, &c. &c. of the objects we contem- 
plate, but in their power to suggest ta us eertab 
images and trains of ideas, which, by the const!- 
tntion of our nature, delight and interest the mind. 
In other words, they wiM allow that the beauty 
or sublimity of any object, arises chiefly from the 
associations it suggests to the mind. In ordcn', 
then, to ascertau) the influence of religion upon 
the pleasures of taste, it may be well, for a mo- 
ment, to place the irreligious and the religioaft 
man in situations of which the beauty orsubUmi* 
tyare universally admitted. 

* Present- then, to the man without religion,* 
rich and varit^d landscape. It is beautiful to him, 
not merely because its Hues are regular, or its col- 
ours vivid, but because it suggests to his mind « 

• Some of thu folio-wins^ ohsewatiom have ap* 
paavcdin another place. 
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train of images which, from the constilution Of 
our nature soothe and delight him. He sees in 
the sunny vale, and laughing valley, signs of peace 
and plenty, and joy. If he is an agriculturist, he 
sees arise from every spot, some witness to th« 
principles and capjlhitities of his favorite art If 
he is a philanthi-opist, he, perha.'s, fancies in eve- 
ry cottage an ahode of happiness and loye j and 
in every peasant, a heing pure and calm as the , 
scene which he contemplates But, at this point} 
the mere economist, or the man of mere benevo- 
lence, will stop. His associations are now ex- 
hausted, and his scanty possession of agreeable 
images has passed by. But, on the contrary, in- 
troduce the devout man to the same landscape, 
be also may be an agriculturist, and is necessarily 
a philanthropist. AH the same images, therefore} 
with those which delighted the man without reli- 
gion, may present themselves to his taste ; but 
these impresnons, by their very nature, decay. 
At the instanti however, when t4iey are beginning 
to fade) and when, therefore^ the iraagioation 
a2 
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demands aorao new stimulus, the devout maa, 
perhaps, discovers in the distant hoi-izon, some 

-« Slender spire 



And mas»y tower from deep embowering shades, 
Oft rising in the vale, or on the side 
Of gently sloping hills, or loftier placed. 
Crowning the wooded eminence !" 

— At Once a crowd of new and unfading risions 
burst upon his mind. He rises in a moment, as 
it were, from earth to heaven. In his eyes, the 
sunny vale, the unruffled lake, the flock sleeping 
on the brow, and the cottage peeping from the 
Tineyard, are not merely the signs of repose on 
earth— they are the more touching signs of merejF 
and goodness in heaven. The grove, as il vhis- 
pei*8, appears to him to say that God is good. 
Soothed and elevated by this silent reference to 
the Creator of so fair a scene, he seems himself 
to gain at once a new property and interest in all 
he sees.' — 

*« His are the mountains, and the vallies his, 
•* And the resplendent rivers. His to enjoy 
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'*^ With a propriety that none can feel, 

•« But who, with filial confidence inspir'd, 

" Can lift to Heaven an unpresumptuous eye 

" And smiling say, * my Father made them all /' " 

Can it he questioned in which of these two ca- 
ses the taste -will be most gratified — in which in- 
stance its enjoyments will be most pure, most nu- 
merous^ most endurin g ? How docs the landscape 
brighten in their eyes> who can say, 

Ppjeaentiorem conspicimus deum 

Per invias rupes, fera per juga 

Clivoft que pr«ruptos sonantes 

Inter aquas, nemorumque noctem !— 

Nor is the case different with regard to those 
objects usually denominated sublime. Place the 
man/ for instance, who is without religion, amidst 
the viM and desolate scenery of savage nature, 
amidst sunless forests, bleak mountains, and rocks 
reft by the lightnings of heaven -. the spectacle 
may, even in his eyes, be truly sublime. If his 
imagination be vigorous, he at once associates 
with the landscape many scenes of terror and 
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wo i he, perhaps^ peoples tl»e desert with the 
waiTiors of other days : he sees them scale the 
rugged mountain, he hears their shout upon the 
wind. — Perhaps, in each speck wtiich diversifies 
the face of the wilderness, he fancies the boue of 
some pilgrim who has perished there. Or, ac- 
cording to his familiarity with history, he con- 
nects cei^n interesting facts with the scenery 
which he contemplates ; and while, perhaps, hit 
insensible companion conceives him merely to 
be contemplating a barren Toid? the mighty dead 
are passing in solemn review beford him, and his 
eye is melted at the recollection of their compli- 
cated wants and agonies. He fancies, perhaps, 
the print of their last struggles upon the sand ; and 
listens to their last groan in the low murmur of 
the torrent. But these grand illusions are not 
permanent ! Soon the images which thus move 
and interest his mind are exhausted. Images 
derived from tlie scenes of this world, or from the 
events of time, seem to partake of the transit(K*y 
nature of the scene of their origin. — On the coji- 
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trary, let the man of piety be oariied into tlie 
same scenes. As he surveys the leafless desert, 
or blasted rock, steeps frowning upon steeps, 
rocks which stand like the skeleton of the world* 
w^ting to be clothed, interminable wastes^ where 
the Creator seems almost to have ' forgotten to 
be gracious,' he feels much, in common With the 
man without religion, to awe and solemnize his 
mind. Uis sensibility is not less awakened, his 
sympathies with the woes and sufferings of other 
men, and other ages, are not less acute. He be- 
gins, as it were, by * exhausting these worlds ;' 
bat then he proceeds to < imagine new.' — He 
contemplates the landscape before him, by the 
solemn light of the sanctuary. He connects its 
stem and awful features, with the history of the 
dispensations of God. He sees, in the disordered 
fiice of nature, the evidence of that wrath which 
, broke up the fountains of the great deep, swept 
the earth with its hurricane, and involved, in one 
auiverdal iniin, the race of man. As the cloud 
blackens, and the flood descends, he views thcm», 
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perhaps, as the skirts of Ae overwhelming del* 
uge; he almost sees the awful tide iiow roll at his 
feet, and now swell to his hosom. And, even 
when the mind begins to pall upon the contem- 
plation of these awful visions, his sou -ces of ex- 
citement are not exhausted^ At once he is wrapt 
into other worlds — he anticipates the solemn 
scenes aad events of' a future existence — sur- 
rounds himself with the sublimities of the future 
judgment — and thus supplies to hhnself souixe&of 
solemn awe and hclky solicitude, infinite aa the 
nature and power of the Being whom he oonteu* 
plates. 

— Can it, in this instance, any more than the 
last, be doubted whicb of these spectators dwells 
in the region of the true sublime ; to which of 
them its solemn and mysterious sources are most 
abundantly discovered, and the gates of its aw^ 
paradise most completely unlocked ? 

But let us next suppose the man without reli- 
gion a spectator of another scene, to which the 
character of the true sublime is uniyersiUly os- 
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cr'ihcd ;— of the plain or the mountain, scattered 
with the relics of ancient grandeur. Suppose 
him, for instance, seated opon the ruins of the 
Acropolis of that city which has heen called * the 
ci*adle of the sciences.' Doubtless, if a man of 
sensibility, and of cultivated imagination, he will 
find much to interest and to awe his mind. It is 
not simply the marble waste of Athenian gran- 
deur which he admires ; but no sooner does the 
eye survey its dilapidated splendour, than a train 
of aflfecting images seemsio pass before him. He 
sees the heroes who fought and- died besfde the 
aUar of liberty. Amidst the groves and^orches, 
the scattered memorials and relics of Grecian 
wisdom, he seems to hear again the voice of her 
sages. It is not merely the dumb ruins which 
charm him ; it is the spirits which seem to walk 
among them ; it is the mighty Scenes and images 
which they conjure up j it is the train of magnifi- 
cent ideas they suggest to the raind ; it is the ad- 
miration fch*sy awnfken of men shut out from the 
light of modern wisdoioa^ and who yet struggled 
sohard^ andj income instances^ so successfully 
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against the iuroads of saperstition and ignoranee'. 
— Still, howeyer, a multitade of instances are to 
be found, where men of mach learning and refine- 
ment have been able to visit these scenos of 
prostrate grandeur, without any of these deep- 
toned emotions, these solemn sympathies, which 
belong to the perception of the sublime. They 
have been able to applaud the arch, without ad- 
verting to the hero who has passed under it. They 
have measured the porch, without thinking of the 
philosc^her of whose school it was the entrance. 
They have painted the temple, without reflect- 
ing upon the perishable nature of the majesty 
of those gods whose name it bore. And, where 
a strong literary or political feeling has invested 
the scenes with features of greater sublimity, by 
the vivid remembraoue of the wise and the brave, 
who have been actors upon it) yet it is difficult 
to f(dlow the steps of a mere scholar or politleiaB 
through those scenes of melancholy splendour, 
i without feeling that a traveller endowed with the 

i same powers* and with a different cast of ralod, 

would have found there a lolitier tiieme, and 
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awakened in os a more sublime emotion. There 
is, indeed, no pore and chastised gratification 
which the devout spectator is not able to enjoy, 
in common with the man of the world. If a 
loTer of the fine arts, he also will rejoice to fix 
hb eye, and let loose his imagination on the 
birth-place of his favourite pursuits. If a scholar^ 
he will delight to study the pages of antiquity ia 
the light by which they were written, and amidst 
(he scoies by which many of their images and 
expressions were suggested. Many are the im* 
tges of tender melancholy and mitigated awe, 
which will thus arise upon his mind. But these 
are in him only the beginning of those emotions 
which are properly denominated sublime. To 
him the wreck of grandeur which is scattered 
around, is one vast monument of the vengeance 
of an angry God. He sees inscribed upon the 
thousand prostrate pillars, the awful lessoni that 
God will not resign his throne to idols — that 
mere letters cannot secure the gi'andeur, or even 
the permanence of nations. He hears a voice 
ethoing among the deserted walls, which says, 
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'< happy 11 the people who have the Lord for 
their God. " He sees, as it were, lingering amidst 
the ruins, the yenerable figares of a Socrates or 
a Plato ; and hears them exclaim — < there is no 
trae phUosophj but the Bible.' Whilst others 
surrey the mere beauty of the broken altar, he 
regards it widi peculiar awe, as, perhaps, a part 
of that dedicated to *' the unknown God.** And 
whilst they coldly measure the proportions of the 
Areopagus, he remembers that he there stands lA 
the footsteps of an apostle, and surreys the mia 
of those < temples made with hands,* in which 
the messenger of heayen had predicted the down- 
fall of idolatry. — Here again> then, the question 
may be confidently asked — is not religion a fruit- 
ful source of the sublime — and is not he as bad a 
philosopher as a christian, who, lifting his hand 
i^inst religion, striyes thereby to annihilate those 
images of delight or of awe, with which her hand 
peoples both the ruins of art, and the wildemesa 
of nature ? 

It is evident, that many similar illustrations 
might easily be produced. 
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If, howerer. these suggestions should be con. 
sideredasoftoospecuIaUTe a nature, it may be 
desirable to consider how much of the celebrity 
of men of genius has been owing, either to their 
possession, or to thcira«pumption,of the religious 
character. 

When, for instance, the ariista of antiquity 
undertook to chissel the statues which should 
eommaiid the admiration of all times and places, 
th^ did not choose for their subjects the mere 
heroes of their country, but the gods ! It was a 
Hercules or Apollo, which levied the tribute of 
applause throughout all the regions of Heathen- 
ism. These great 'men were well acquainted 
with human nature, and they felt, that thes© 
emotions with which the spectator should ap- 
proach the labours of genius, so as best to ap- 
preciate their worth, are called out by some ob- 
ject, which at once lifts him out of this lower 
>phere, and fills him with awe, astonishment, 
and humility. And, although their ignorance of 
the true religion deprived them of the noblest 
iphere of exertion, they ascended the only heiglits 
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aocegsiWe to them ; they took the gods of 4httr 
absurd mythology, and contrived^ by horroviiig 
even the false ^re of superstition, to throw t 
sort of glory round these statues, wWeh extort- 
ed the admiration of the^world* And, even ia 
those instances, in which they departed from 
their almost universal practice of choosing a reli- 
gious subject for their chissel, they endeavoured] 
by placing their statues in the temple of thcff 
gods^ to give to their works something of a fefrl 
gious character^ 

In like manner, when the painters and sculp- 
tors of Italy ai*ose, as it were, from the slumiber 
of ages, they did not roam for subjects in the re* 
gions of romance, or even of modem histcKJ' 
They did not even follow the track of older art- 
ists amidst the temples of Heathenism; bnl 
whilst they profited from the example of antiqui- 
ty, they availed themselves of their own mow 
favourable circun^tances^ &nd sought their sob 
jects in the pages of the sacred writings. Theocej 
as from a quarry, they hewed their ttones, mi 
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wnmglit tihem iota the CDdariog pillars of their 
•wn repntalioD. Consecrated by their close 
affinitj' to religton, these works seem to catch a 
portion of its perpetuity; and the Virgins of 
lUphael, the Infants of Corregio* and the *' Ecce 
Heme*' of Guido and Carlo Dolce, have be- 
come the unchanging model to future artists. 
Great as is the interest lelt in political revoHi- 
tioBS^ in battles, or in pacifications, it would be 
difficult to name a single picture designed to com« 
niemorate those events, which has engaged any 
very large share of the reputation possessed by 
many which are dedicated to religion.— In the 
ease of the moderns, also, as in that of the art- 
ists of antiquity, the sculptor or pahitenr has been 
glad to borrow for his works the authority and 
•anetity of religion J by suspending his noblest 
>orks on the sacred walls, and in the religiooa 
^t of the temple of God. 

Thus also in mttaic ; if it be asked in what cir- 
eoms t a n cea has the genius of music chiefly dis-' 
(played itself ?— it may be answered confidently— 
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whea music has borrowed the aid of religioo. 
It is Haadel who is the musician of all times md 
countries. It is Handel who is called ** immor- 
tal**' from the immortalltj of the subjects to 
which he has consecrated his powers. It ii 
Handel who has almost caught a portion of the 
inspiration of his themes, and has sung the song* 
of angels, in strains scarcely unworthjof them— 
whose music has had power to collect large 
crowds to commemorate his name^ and perpetu- 
ate his honours to the remotest ages. 

The debts also of poetry to religion, or ts 
those superstitions which were the darkened 
images of it, are not less considerable. — Hov 
are the Iliad and Odyssey ennobled by their 
mythological machinery — ^by the scales of fste, 
the frown of Jove, and the interposition of Mi- 
nerva ? And if it be asked, what moral lesson wai 
taught by Homer to his readers — it may be an- 
swered, that he taught all the lessons whidi, in 
his own days, were deemed of the highest im- 
portance. The first object of philosc^hers or 
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teachers of any kind) in that state of soeietj, 
was to make good patriots and soldiers ; and, 
therefore, to condemn the vices irhich interfered 
with the national welfare in peace and war. 
Now, be it remembered, that the grand topic of 
tlie Iliad is the fatal influence of the « wrath of 
kings" on national welfare, and successful war. 
Its first words, which are a sort of text, or tJiesis 
of the poetn, are MHNIN awJi ^—Besides this, 
(he niad upheld the national mjrthology; and, 
by a bold fiction, bordering upon truth, displays, 
in Elysium and Tartarus^ the eternal mansions of 
the good and bad — ^thus revealing, not by the 
light of revelation, but by blended fiashes of ge- 
nius and tradition, the strongest incentives to 
virtue, and the most terrific penalties of vice, 
lodeed, that both this and the Odyssey had a 
moral object; and that this object was recog- 
nized by the ancients, may be inferred from 
Horace, who says of Homer, with reference to 
his first poem— 

**^^, qiud lit patchroBiy qi^ torpe, quid utile. 



.dbyGooc^le 



XiiT PREPACt. 

quid non Plenius ac meliiis Chry sippo Rut Cram 
tore dedi." 

And with regard to his second — 

'* Quid virtus, et quid sapientia possit 
Util^ proposuit nobis exemplar Ulyssera." 

In Uke manner, the plays of the great Greek 
tragedians had almost universally a moral ob- 
ject ; and were further solemnized by being re- 
cited at the festivals of the gods.— Thus, also,' 
the Odes of Pindar. ' 

Nor is it more difficult to illustrate the same 
point, by a reference to the Roman writers— 
though most of the distinguished LaUn works 
which remain to us, were produced at a corrupt 
period of the commonwealth. — Thus, in the case 
of the comedians. The plays of almost even 
nation are written less for perpetuity than ini 
mediate effect ; and, therefore, partake more 01 
the popular vices of the audience, than any othfii 
species of writing. Even Christianity hasbeei. 
unable, completely, to regulate and cleanse thej 
aUge. It is therefore, not a matter of 8urpris<*jj 
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ihat vrkkkgt of the eelebratetl Latin Goraediani 
li-animit to us few letsoios oC moral initruction. 
h u, however, remarkable, that in an instanoe 
la which one of these writer* rose above the 
corruptions of his time and of his profession, and 
vtroYe to impress one of those moral maxims* to 
which every heart consents, — the people of 
,Bome, as by a general impifilse, arose to ap' 
plaud his bold and honourable deviation into the 
■bigger regions of truth and morality. — The odes 
of Horace have, roaoy of tbem^ a patriotic, and 
some of them a moral object. His epistles and 
satires «re stiU more uniformly directed to an 
I useful object. His offences against merafity foay 
be charged, partlj upon the corruption of the 
times ; partly upon the errors of his religion : 
t partly upon the nature of his works, which ap« 
pear to have 1>een composed, more to serve a 
present exigency, than to delight a future age. 
And it may be confidently said, that if he takes 
' a lower station in the temple of Fame than his 

* Humanuaaum, See. 

I B 
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compatriot Virgil, it is ehiefly on account of his 
triffiog spirit) and hit occasional immorality. — 
The works of Virgil, perhaps, beyond those of 
any other Heathen poet, are directed to the end 
of public instruction and improvement. He 
strenuously upholds the mythology of his country^ 
and constantly refers the events of life to a -su- 
perintending Providence. In the Georgies h« 
iijcuicates the love of his country, and presses 
upon the higher ranks of society, tlien sinking 
into the lap of indolence and debauchery, tht 
duty of cultivating its soil, and improving its 
peasantry. In the -Eneid he exalts the char e- 
ter of the patriot and of the statesman ; of the 
man who bore from the ruined walls of his eoun- 
iry his aged parent, and his household gods. It 
is (rue, that this hero is a defective character ; 
but, perhapS) he is scarcely defective as a Hea- 
then i or, if he is, the subsequent events of his 
life are meant to cancel bis crimes in Carthage. 
In short, Virgil appears to liave endeavoured to 
instruct and improve his countrymen to the ex- . 
tent of his own attainments ; and his defiei^ees 
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are to be charged) rather upon his creed, tfian 
upon any negligence in himself. If we cont^ 
pare the descent to Tartarus, with the^analo- 
. goos passage in the Henriade of Voltaire, we 
find that the religious spirit of the ancient, lends a 
dignity to the scene in the one* which is wholly 
wanting to tlie other— that the passage in Virgi! 
is sublime, because the author had piety — and 
in Voltaire contemptible, because he was with- 
out piety. 

The poets of our ovn country may also confi« 
dently be brought to the same test. Why is it, 
for instance, that Spenser, though he has half bu- 
ried his genkis in the grave of allegory ; though 
he is often prolix and obscure ; though he ex- 
hausts the reader by a detail of the most unin- 
teresting circumstances, is stiH contemplated, 
with fond reverence, as the father of English 
verse ? It is, in great part, for a reason which 
Milton has assigned — ^that he is ** sage and serl» 
ous," that behind the eloud in which he veils 
bis morals, you see the hallowed figures of piety 
and truth.— Why is it again, that MiUon^ th ough 
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«ertoinl7 inferior to his elder brethren of Greece 
Mid Rome, in the embodjing of his ideas, and 
the execution of his vast designs, yet takes the 
precedency of them ? It is partly? periiap^ be- 
cause his theme embraces all the highest con- 
cerns* of man. It is because, discovering the 
limited interest which is excited by the devel- 
opement of fugitive events, and the history of 
human crimes, he sought, in the scenes of an in- 
visible world, more permanent and copioos sour- 
ces of the •abfime.-^And, finallyi whence is it 
that Cvwper^ though unpopular in many of his 
topics ; though careless in the structure of his 
verse ; though somewhat overohai^ in his sa- 
tire } though sometimes dark, lov, and prosaic ; 
is yet tlje deUght of so large a portion qf his 
countrymen ? It is not merely his true ElbgUsh 
spirit, his ardent love of liberty, his bold and 
idiMnatical language, his strong vein of sense, his - 
variety of imagery) sxc his love of nature which 
charm us; but it is what has been called, by s 
distinguished Borthern critic, the magic of hb 
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morals. It is because he neyer fails to introduee 
tbe Creator into the scenes of his own unirerse. 
It is becaase he sets the imi^;ination roaming 
far beyond the bounds of space and time. It is 
becaase he draws so largely upon the fountains of 
seriptore, and so continuany addresses man in the 
language of God. 

The author trusts he shall be pardoned for 
presuming to offer these observations) and es- 
peciaUy for prefixing them to a poem of his own. 
fite feels* that it is difficult to express a dissent 
from others, without appearing to applaud our- 
selves ; or to prefix a criticism to a work with- 
out seeming to propose the work as an illustra- 
tion of our own principle. He can, however, 
most unaffectedly and solemnly declare, that he 
tias no such intention. He has not the pre- 
sumption, in the smallest degree, to mingle his 
own name or pretensions with those of certain 
iUostrious persons, from the exertion of whose 
genius the world has a right to expect both de- 
light and instruction. He offers his own compo- 
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skion to no tmch oi^eal as that by vhich men of 
liighUlents are satisfied to be tried. HepresenU 
it, not to the justice, but to the charity of the 
public ; and trusts that, with their accustomed 
kindness to himself, they will excuse something 
to a very inexperienced poet, and to a person 
• engaged in duties of too solemn a nature to allow 
of all the laborious exactness which this species 
of compoMtion demands. — Thus much, however, 
he thinks it right to say, that he has certainly 
kept in view that object which he has, in these 
observations, endeavoured to recommend to 
others. He has laboured to connect an import- 
ant moral with his verses; and to display, by 
example, the misery of vice, and the happineta 
of virtue. 

In order to accomplish the end he had in view, 
the author has deemed it expedient to avail 
himself of some features in the history of the in- 
dividual, whose name the poem bears. Although 
there are portraits of De Ranc^, of which this 
poem, witli conwderable allowance for poetical 
license, would not present a veiy inaccurate oo- 
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pf ; some of his Roman Cat1io!ie biogrtphersv 
who have had the best opportunities of discover- 
ing the troth, freqaently present a maeh more 
favourable sketch of his early life. The author 
begs, therefore, to be clearly understood, as not 
pretending, in this poetical narrative, to histori- 
cal exactness • and he feels it the more necessary 
to press this point upon the attention of his read- 
ers, because he would not, willingly, become the 
calumniator of any man — and more especially 
of those to whose religious opinion be stands so 
strongly opposed. It appears to him a current 
fault of the age, to feel too little suspicion of the 
principles of Popery, and too little charity for its 
individual professors. Many of these last would 
have been an ornament to any church ; and why 
should we despair of those who love truth better 
than Popery, becoming, through the mercy of 
Grod, and the mild and. holy influence of Christir.a 
charityi the pillars and omaments of our own ? 

There is only one more point to wliicti the 
author feels it necessary to advert. He lias bc:«n 
tauglit, by frequent experien«e> that there nr* 
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certain topics on which it is diffienU not to be 
misnnderstood—- «nd such « topic appears to be 
tbat obange of oharaotev vhich is vronght bf 
the influence of religion npoo the mind. U anjr* 
critic, then, should be tempted to represent lum 
as designing to give, in the histoiy of De Ranei, 
such a precedent as may encourage the hopes of 
the enthnsiast, or betray his readers into a eon-' 
ception,. that. a youth of proAigaoy is Ukehf to end 
in an old age of religion — the author begs leave, 
most solemnly, to disobiim any such intention. 
He weH remembers the sentiment of a distin* 
guished divine, upon the only case of UUe repen- 
tance, which is recorded in the Scriptures— 
<' one instance is given that the humble may not 
despair — and but one> that tlie careless may not 
presume/' 
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I. 

" I TBix thee, Eugene, it is Chance 

That speeds the arrow^s fatal flight ; 
Life is the momentaiy glance, 

Qf morn before an endless night — 
Death is but dreamless, endless sleep : 
Those who are wept, and those who weep, 
From the cold grave to which they go, 
Rise never or to joy or wo ; 
I bow the knee to Chance alone. 
And worship at her shadowy throne." 



Thus spake De Ranc^ — and no sign 
In earth or heav'n ^as seen ; 
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No reddening bolt, from hand divine, 

Flam'd in the blue serene. 
AH. all was silence, as though Chance 
Reign'd through the fathomless expanse ; 
As though no arm those spheres of goldj 
On winged wheels, harmonious roUM ; 
As though the God of this fair world 
Shrunk from the proud defiance hurl'd ; 
And, mounted on his cloudy car. 
Had fled to other skies afar. 
Afraid to wage this Atheist war. 

III. 
Thus spake De Ranc^.— Who is he 
T^us school'd in bold impiety ? 
What pregnant spot of Paynim earth 
Gave to the godless monster birth I 
Say, did some lawless robber clan T 

Nurse the infant into man ? 
Teach him to tread the path they trod. 
To bate his fdlow* curse his God I 
-^Ot (l\vclt llie child) bereft, alone, 
Whei* no bi'Sght lamp of science shone ; 
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like some dark aaoantaio, ou whose head 
The 8un*8 blest rays were never shed ? 
—Or on the tented field of strife, 
^ ^aj— did he breathe the breath of life ? 
And, cradled in an ark of blood, 
Deem'd he the brave alone the good ; • 

All softer feelings UughM to scorn ; 
Hb mosic the shrfli bugle horn— 
His pride the deeply dented scar — 
His only God, the God of war— 
Pot battle lost his only sigh. 
His only pray 'r Ar victory ? 

IV. 

No Pftynira country gave him birth. 

Nor shivering land of night, 
^or starv'd he midst the savage dearth, 

Of wisdom's sacred light ; 
Ko robber rear'd him up to man, 

A branded outcast from the good 
In no loose camp Ub life began, 

To horrors train'd, and lurs'd in blood. 
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The infont op'd his sparkKng eye 
In thy fairfieMs, sweet Brittftny ; 
Whence many a martyr'd Saint of oW, 
Arose to fill his throne of gold ; 
And hdld crusaders took the road. 
To \irin the city of their God. 
Nor of a sordid race was he. 
Sprung from thy stemj great Charigni s 
Whose title to thy nurt demesne 
Was writ hy mighty Charlemagne. 
Nor lack'd he aught that man could give 
To hid his lifeless virtues live. 
With sign of cross, at hlessed font, 
Richlieu had stampM his infant front ; 
In cloister'd cell, with lessons si^e. 
Grave priests had fed his tender age ; 
And taught his ardent eye to pore, 
O'er classic tomes^ and holy lore. 



Nor toil'd in vain the letter'd monk : 
Into Be Rano^^ thirsty eai-. 
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And thirttier memoiy^ deej^ sunk, 
Tliese lessons ta fair seience dear. 

And he was skOI'd, from earliest age. 
To delve io mathematiD mine 

Or roam along the 1>reathiQg page. 
Where Tuliy's ttviiig splendours shine ; 

Or scan, with plulosopbio eye. 

Yon 'taiTeo'erhanging'eanopy, 

The blazing wonders of tke sky i 

And he coald touch the saered lyre. 

And s^ow with all a prophet's fire. — 

They came to hear a prophet sing^ 

Alas! a demon swept the string. 

VI. 

The poet's lamp, as poets tell, 

Js kindled only at the slues ; 
But there's a flame — ^the birth of hell, 

Which sometimes lights the poet's eyes. 
Such was De Ranch's — ^and the flash 

Which sho^ along his viwd page, 
like that which wake9 the pealing crash. 

And strife of elemental rage. 
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That flash could stir tKe soul to war. 

But eould not light the pilgrim's road r 
O ! — it was not that eastern star,. 

That led the guilty to his God. 
It lit unconsecrated: flame,. 

In man J a virgtn^s si^owy hreast ;^ 
It bleacVd the reddening cheek of shamt» 

It scorchM the vestal's modest vest ; 
Unaw'd, its desolating fires. 

The hallowM hill of God assail ; 
They strike the temple's awful spireS) 

They rend its venerable veil. 
YII. 
9tich was De Ranch's foul offence; 

A fouler sees not heaven — 
To blot the bright inte^gence 

For holiest purpose given — 
To turn the sword which God hat steel'tf 

Against the eternal throne- 
To lift the wiiher'd arm He heal'd 

Against The Mightiest Obe. 
— ^I'd rather be the wretch who aerawls 
H'ls idiot nonsense on t^e waBs}-~ 



L 
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A poor quenehM ray of int^ect ; 

With dabber'd efaio, and rayloa oyey 

And mind of mere inanitj)— > 

Not quite a man, nor quite a bmte — 

Than I would basely prostitwte 

My powers, to serve the eause of viee. 

To build some jewellVI edifice^ 

So fair, so foul — fram'd with sneh art 

To please the eye, and soil the heart i 

That hc^ who has not power to shun. 

Comes, looks, and feels himself undone* 

viir. 

Tis true that, in her hurri'd flight. 

On some diviner themes 
De Ranc^^s winged muse would light — 

To hate them all she seems ; 
And harpy-like, she soars and sings, 
An^ sheds pollution from her wings. 
— ^Where sweet Provense her blushing rose 

Hangs on the rocks, or gay alcove. 



Digitized by Google 



412 DE ftANCS. CIVTO r. 

Her thousand maidens all arose 

To hear Oe Ranc^ sing of /ove. 
They came, they heard, they turn'd away — 

O ! 'twas a song impure and rude > 
He did not paint th' ethereal ray. 

Which warms the hoaomof the good. 
— ^His harp he swept with bolder hand, 

To hymn the praise of liberty ; 
Around, a thousand warriors stand 

To catch the blessed harmony. 
They came, they heard, they turn'd away — 

More loyal than the brave are none; 
They loathed the lawless, graceless lay. 

Which cursM the altar and the throne. 

IX. 

Saeh was the bard, and such the mind- 
Hi maelf the model of his verse ; 

Um\ Lhoiigh the portrait he design'd, 
The sad original was worse. 

His was the lawless love, the hate ^ 

W'Uiehtime nor space can mitigate J 
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The giant rage the hiUs which rent, 
And horl'd them at th* Omnipotent 

Snch was the hard> and, O ! hit look 
Bore witness to the hell withinr— 

Study that face— ycia read a hook, 
Stamp'd with the wretchedness of sin. 
And jet, upon this haggard 6iee, 
Would sometimes wake a sudden grace ; 
A milder heam would warm his eyes, 
A blush upon his cheek arise, - 
Which seemed to say— that, in that breast. 
By demon spirits long possest. 
Virtues with Tiees rarely link'd 
Lay pent, and struggling, not extinct ; 
And promis'd that, in happier hours. 
This irugged soil should burst with flowers. 
But — ^better trust the fleeting skies^ 
Than all these airy prophecies : 
What flowers are now — are such as those 

That spring on ^Etna's ardent side ; 
The peasant climbs to pluck the rose. 

As at his touch, the fiery tide 



d by Google 



44 DB RANCK. 



CAaro^ 



Sweeps down the inoimtain, tad he diet 
To his fool's hopes » saeiifiee. 



De Utnek k>y*4 the ehase— 4us hom 
Would often wiA:e the lazy mon^; 
And, echoing the dark woods Mnongv 
Reuse to the sport the loiterbg throng. 
O, it was hraye to see them moant^ 
When nomhert 700 eould seareely eount^ 
Whh sylvan trophies gayly deek»d. 
And champing coursers, rainbow-neck*d> 
Issued in all the pride of 8tate« 
From Viret's antiquated gate, 
. Dashing the virgin frost away 
Which silvers every dancing spray— « 
— ^To see them bit the indigna^ steed. 
Now urge, and now restrain his speed ; 
i\ ad, now, some misty headland seale> 
Whence they may view the waking vale^ 
The kindling orb, half set, half risen, 
J Hit breaking from his cloudy prison ; 
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Of day and night the dubious 8trtfe» 
The kin^aB«pe «trii|^;UDg into life — 
0, it wdre brave^— could you forget, 
That on De Ranch's brow is set 
Thy mitre Tours — to man terrene, 
Nought but a crown of thorns I ween ; 
~That heaven has to his watch eonsign'd 
A raeasnreless expanse of mind. 
Souls that are kindred with the sky, 
— ^The sparks, tlie breath, of Deity. 
— fFho, if the reeUess shepherd sleep, 
-»Ah, who shall feed these million sheep ? 

X!. 

Many a chase have.hnnters rode, 

Swifk as the mountain wind j 
All, an, the pan^g courser goad. 

One half are left behind. 
But oeyer chase like that was known. 
When from the jwoods that skirt the Rhone, 
The deer was rous'd — ^his fiery glance 
Stretching at once o'er half of France. 
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He spans her vales he climbs her steepS) 
From gtddj rook to rock he leaps. 
And covers, in a single chase, 
• Plains it fatigues the eye to trace : 
See, now^ he flags, he gasps for breath, 
Hangs over him the bird of death ; 
He dives into the yawning flood-^ 
Dy'd are its silver waves with blood. 

XII. 
But, who are those, the mighty two, 
Sole relics of the Sylvan crew, 
That headlong from yon hill descend 1 
De Ranc^, and De Ranch's friend. 
The noble Eugene — two in name. 
In love, or fiery hate> the same. 
Of all the troop that rousM the deer. 
But these, his dying murmurs hear ; 
And their's, if mead it be — the mead"-. 
The honours of his palmy head ; 
Which, mounted high, in hall of state. 
The hunter's praise shall celebrate ; 
And tell to hunter tribes around. 
That man may emulate a hound* 
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XIII. 

The chase is o'er — and spent the day — 
The sun's last ineffectual ray 
Dies on the mountains — not a star 
Shines o'er their path — alone — afar 
The hunters tread some unknown soiT^ 
Through weary wastes, and forests toil— 
They see alone the lightning's gleam, 
They hear alone the raven^s screami 
Or lean wo1f*s melancholy howl. 
Or screeches of the boding owl. 
But, in De Ranch's frozen hreast; 
Was cow'ring fear an unknown guesL ; 
And, dark or light — 'twas one to him, 
The battle, or the cloister dim ; 
The icy caverns of the daad. 

Where the pale ghost is thought to trcAtl— 

At all^ this man of iron kugh'd ; 

Draughts from, the holy chalice quaff M» 

And curs'd, for superstitious fool, 

The man who, taught in stricter school, 

With reverend eye^ and feet unshod, 

Approaoh'd the alUr of hit God. 



I 
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Nor blame I him whoie smile severe 
Rebukes the superstitious fear 
Of faney-riddenmeii who quake, 
If bat a leaf unbidden shake — 
Or, if they stumble o'er the tomb^ 
Or hearvthrough evening's deepening gloom, 
A distant bell> with note profound, 
A solemn ' requiescat' sound ; 
Or, in some aisle, at dead of night. 
See the pale moon's uneartlily light 
Cast through the deeply tinted pane, 
What ftmey deems, a Uoody stain. 
Such fears are growth of sordid rootp 
Religion's weeds, and not her fruit ; 
Yet not so vile these baby fearsv 
As Levity, which nought reverci ; 
Which, when the thunder shmkes the tikj. 
Feels not the present Deity ? 
Wliich rashly treads the holy place, 
Gazes where angels veil their face; 
And when the shaft of vengeance flies, 
Dares it by new impieties. 
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XV. 

Saeh, as fresh terrors matter round. 
As sheeted lightnings swept the groundj 
And forky fia^es through the gloom 
SeemM opening up a world to come ;— 
Such was De Ranci^s impious mood. 
Such accents eeho'd through the wood $ 
Boldly the smoking waste he trod ; 
He spoke of Change, and mock'd at God. 
It was as though some maddening wretch 
His pointed steel to heaven should stretch, 
Bare to the hellowing cloud his head) 
And hid iU lightnings strike hiih dead. 

XVf, 
They struck him not— for mercy dew 
To sheath the sword which justice drew. 
<« But, Ah, yon pointed rocks among, 
What giant figures steal along > 
Sawest thou De Ranc^, as the ray 
Of lightning kindlM sudden day, 
Its living flashes sudden glance 
Along some es|rahine or lance ? 
C 
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There was a hand that grasp'd that rteel— 
I seem'd to see, with hasty wheeL 
A martial troop no eye eeald count. 
Check their swift steeds, stop, lookydismoont. 
And sink yon tangPd brakes between. 
As though to see and be unseen* 
Grant this he not the bloody glen. 
Where Pirot keeps his robber den ; 
And, from the ledges of the rock. 
Springs like the tiger on the flock i 
For swift, Indeed, the traveller's wing, 
Who 'scapes that timer's deadly spring." 

Thus, Eugene ;---and, as yet he spoke. 
Another flash the darkness brdke : 
" Hark ! is not that the signal word !" 
At once the volleying peal is heard. 
The hissing bullet cuts its way. 
The ruflSans spring upon their prey ;— 
Will no one stay the crimson flood 
Of honourM Eugene's ebbing blood t . 



^dbyGooc^le 



«AHTO r. BE BANCB.^ 5 1 

Will no hand staunch the mortal voand ? — 
Alas I he staggers to the groand — 
A robher shuts his stiffenM eyes, ^ 
And murderer» sing his obsequies. 

XVIII. 

But Where's Die Ranc^ ?— t)id he fall 
A Tictim to the fatal baU ? 
Op, shielded by an unseen hand. 
Did he es^pe the robber band ? 
See him, amidst the unequal strife, 
Nor spare, nor prodigal of Me, 
Now boldly deal the dexteroos blow. 
Now fijring from the thickening foe ; 
Too brave, what might be met to shun^ 
Too cool to fight and be undone. 
See where h6 deares the lofty crest 
Of him who on his footsteps prest ; 
And now he gives his courser rein. 
And now it smokes along the plain. 
Speed, speed, De Rane^ — in thy rear 
Their clattering hoofs of flint I heap — 
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— Hark ! where yon torrent muttewhoirae. 
Thither, ah, thithe|; bead thy coarse ; 
. Plunge boldly o'er its rocky ride — 
Who knows — that darkly rolling tide 
May sare, whom nothing else can save : 
E*en robbers revei-ence the brave — 
Fear for themselves, respect for thee. 
May give thee life and liberty. 

XIX. 

He leaps the rockt — ^they crowd the brink— 
< See, see, this daring spirit sink — * 
He rises — ^mark his straggling hand— • 
* Will none of all the robber band 
Divo for the prey ?' — One hardy wretch 
L«aps desperate down — ^I see him stretch 
ITis crimson hand — that well*aim'd shot 
Must fix De Ranch's lingering lotw 

XX. 

*Tis fir'd-Hm angel sees it» flight, 
And, stooping from his throne of light. 
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Guards with a Serapk wing a breast 
Untenanted by heayenly guest—- 
Guides 1^ swift ball to where his side 
By belt of steel is fortifi'd ; 
From whieh hn hunter quirer bung. 
And arrow with its forky tongua. 
And bugle^ that procIaimM afar 
The triumpba of the Sylvan war. 
It struck — and, bounding from the blow. 
Fen fiatten'd in the w«?e below. 

XXI. 

I will not say, that as he stood 

Firm on the mountain brow, 
And saw behind 'tiiat glen of blood. 

And gulf that roar'd below ; 

And heard the robbers' lessening shout, 

t 
And watohM them traek their backward rout; 

And musM of the unequal strife. 

Where Eugene paid his forfeit life ; 

And tracM upon his shattered side 

The death that he had almost di*d-^ 
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—I will not my-^that heart so rude 

Felt not a touch of gratitude ; 

That on that mind of thickeat night» 

BeamM not a ray of heavenly light ; 

But, if it beam'd^ ahort was the day. 

Soon quenoh'd in clouds that morning ray; 

And if a tear hedews his eye* 

He hastes Chat woman's drop tadry. 

No accents from> his lips arose 

To hreak the mountain's dead repose »— 

No echo from the rock or wood 

ReturnM his song of gratitude ; 

No cross was planted on the brow, 

A record of the pilgrim's vow. 
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Thb old 10. guilt, though jonng in years, 
Shed few, and those hut tranaent tears. 
The silver dew-drops on the spray, 
Which the first sun-beam dries away— 
The weepings of the polar shower, 
Which harden ere they reach the 6o^er— 
The insect sporting on the heam. 
The fleecy cloud, the summer stream, 
The manna melting on the plain. 
The midnight image of the hrain. 
Are not so fugitive and brief. 
As their onconseorated grief: — 

c2^ 
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Sooa> in the scorching flame of seiise. 
Dries their pale tear of penitence. 
And such, I ween, the swift career 

Of virtue in De Ranch's hreast ; 
Thus dri'd his penitential tear ; 

Thus sank his shadowy grief to rest. 
Whatever met the rising sun 
Had vanished ere his race was run. 



— ^The mem is bright, the mountain's nde 
With million airy tints it dy'd — 
Qlitters the thorn and pnrple heath. 
And fan him with their dewy breath : 
The monarch eagle dimbs the sky. 
At the fierce sun to light his eye ; 
Her giddy course the skyUrk steers. 
To catch the music of the spheres ; 
To learn the notes to angels given. 
And steal for man the songs of Heanren. 
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111. 

De IUdc^, muting, trod hit way, 

••^ Heaven meant at (cri'd he) to be gay ;'» 

Aye — good and gaj — Bat he who trict 

To eat the knot which nature tiesi 

To hreak the baas prooUumM by God> 

To seek hit bap|Nneaa in Vioe, 
Shall feel the terrort of the rod. 

Which iwajs our mortal dettiniea. 
Dark are the flowen which round him blow, 
The chaplet on a Tictim*t brow ; — 
Sad are the joyt of which he*« vain* 
The mutio of a maniac't chain. 
— De Ranci talk*d of Peace—her nett 
She n»ade nojt in that ttormy breatt. 
She hoveit round the martyr's pile^ 
She lingers m the sacred aisle ; 
Seizes the prisoner's dnngeon key. 
Touches his chains — and he is free. 
She hovers o*er the sick man's bed. 
Rests on her downy wing his head ; 
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iifu from bright heaven the awful veil. 
And bids his eye the Godhead hail. 

Sueh peace De Ranc^ never knew ;— 
Still as the breath of morning blew, 
And Bowers the gKttering dew-drops quaCTd, 
And every sanny valley laugh'd ; 
And roand the giddy Chamois play. 
And all the work! kept holiday — 
E*en his stern features caught awhile 
Sweet nature's universal smile ; 
And he who saw, and knew him not. 
Had said — * how blest De Ranch's lot T 
But he who watch'd with searching eye 

The smiles that on his pale lips play'd^ 
Saw daggered grief in ambush lie, 

Eager to sally from her shade. 
Such smiles areV>rrow's flimsiest < 
The tortur d bosom^s drunkenness ; 
The roses scattered on a shrowd. 
The flashes of the thunder cbud. 
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And DOW he spans the tedious vales. 
And now the moont^n's bi^ast he toales; 
Uneertain* in the blaze at day. 
Whither to bend his doubtful way* 
But when the star of eve arose^ 
Her place the fainting traveller knows } 
At once he lifts his achiug eye, 
And finds his compass in the sky ;>- 
^Tis natui'e's compass, seen by all 
Her travellers o'er this mazy ball— 
— The pilot, as his crazy bark 
Shoots round the headland, vast and dark. 
Sees, shuddering, as these beacons glow^ 
The hungry rock that lurk'd below i 
—Panting, amidst the dark simoom. 
The thirsty Arab waits his doom ; 
He hears the death-bird*s fatal shriek, -^ 
He hears the vulture whet her beak ; — 
\t once, amid the kindling skies. 
These million holy lamps arise-— 
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It seems as though some hand unfaii'd 
A glitterin|g; standard to the world; 
To scatter cTery pilgrim^s fears. 
To light his path, to dry his team. 
^Nor these alone reiredi.their eye 
With yonder jewell'd canopy ;— 
Bow joys the 9aint, in elDister dim, 
By this chaste light to chant die hymn, 
To let his winged fancy rove 
A midst these orbs of Rest and Love ; 
To dream of all that feeds the nght. 
Of those who fill the thrones of light ; 
^Vhilst ever and anon his ear 
Sweet and mysterious hyomings cheer; 
Fnint -echoes of the mystic ode, 
1 liat chants the glory of our God — 
^■b — The song which rolls from east to west,.. 

Proclaiming that * the good are blest.' 

J VI. 

j Nor only these — ^De Ranc^, too, 

/ Felt courage kindle in the view« 



^dbyGooc^le 



JTTO U. DE RASCi. 63 

As bright Orion's belted ray. 

Shed on the night a milder, day. 

Not8lo«r, or hesitating, now, 

Ufi boldly breast? the mountain brow ; 

And, piloted by heavenly guides, 

Through d^rk ravine or torrent glides ; 

Thoughtless, and thankless, onward hieS) 

Muring on new felicities-— 

For past and present want the power 

To eheer the bad man's aching eye } 
And, bankrupt at the present hour, , 

He draws upon futurity. 

Til* 

— And now the sleeping rocks among, 
Echoes this minstrel's gracious song ; 
The wakeful bird ^that shuns the mom. 
Sits listening on her pointed tliorn ;, 
And starts to hear, in spot so lone, 
A song, O, how unlike her own. 

— " 1 was not born, the lamp to trim," — 
, Of viewless gods thepraise to hymn ; 
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To rtifle all the joys^of sense, 
And make a joy of abstinence, 

" Mine be the lamp of Laura's eye. 
Her praise my only melody j 
Her's be the shrine at which I bow, 
To her be paid my only vow." 

Villi 

Here ceasM the unpriestly bard to sinig ; 

For now the moon with crimson ray. 
Rose on the horizontal ring, 

As reddening at the guilty lay ; 
' Just as you've seen a sudden blush 

Wake on a virgin's cheek of shame. 
O'er the pale white unbidden rush. 

And wrapt it in a robe of flame. 
«— O, as that conscious orb arose. 

How gleams the hill, the vale, the streatti 
And all their sleeping charms disclose. 

At once to th' unobtrusiye beam. 
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It fell upon the snowy flock, 

Whieh slept beneath the frowoiag rook ; 

Itfell upoirthat reek's dark brow. 

And seem'd to silTcr it with snow— * 

So swifijy all its darkness fled, 

So brightly beam'd its hoary head. 

IX. 

Bat, not this fioek of sihrer fleece, 

Nor sable brow, hi gems array'd. 
Nor sloeping nature's snule of peace , 

De Randy's steps delayM. 
— See, as the mbonlight^cirde spreads, 
With what hnrrying atep^ treads i 
And as he gains that mountam top, 
I see the eager wanderer stop 
And i^ze, as if to pierce the olood 
Which wraps the Talley in its shroud. 

^And now I sec the moon-beam fall 

On yonder torrent's bannered walj— 
O, tis the han of Chaumont's powei^— 
And Laura sleeps in yonder tower t 
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Of that fieree chief, the darling ehild ; 

— Nor brighter does yon moon-beam rise, 
Than the swift ray so brightly wild. 

Which flashes i^ her glancing ejcB. ' \ 

X. 

—Not brighter— bat) alas ! more pure— 

Once slie was pure as she was bright^ 
De Ranc^ spread the accursed jare» 

And quenohM that ray of virgin light 
Both, nurs'd in superstitious bowers. 
Were pledg'd to consecrate their hours. 
Their passions, bodies, souls, io God — 
On all these awful vows they trod — 
And changM the altar for the stye 
Of sordid sensuality. 

XI. 

I laud) and love the man, around 
Whose brow, or force> or craft has bound 
Bonds such as these — if he forsake 
A bigot*s creed, and refuge take 
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Where sainted mercy's modest geto 
Shines in religion's diadem ; 
And bigot priestcraft dares not bind 
Her gnaiving irons oifethe mind ; 
And reason fastens every tie 
Forg'd by the. hand of piety. 
I land him if, with high disdain 
Of bonds like this he burst his chain. 
And nobly panting to be free>^ 
Seek on the soil of Liberty 
The honour'd attar t>f my sires. 
Whose chaste and holy fires. 
Kindled by ser&ph'd hosts above, 
niame the torch of wedded love-^ 
Ri^ on us, Uke some better son. 
And melt twa beings into one. 
—Bat, red with guilt, the hands which rend 
Their unehang'd compact with the skies. 
And Deity essay to bend 

To fickle man's inconstancies — 

—Who sUn retain the bigot «reed, 

' Are strict in faith, but foul in deed> 
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— Such was f Aatr erimson «rime— 4mt wIm> 
That aaw bearen's arch of Uqaid bhie. 
That watoh'd Ike moonlight Tanlt lerene, 

That drank the eTening^s icented hreith, 
Could dream that in meh smiling scene, 

Lity am^nshM deep ^e holt of dealh^? 
IIea?en seemM to lend its bright^ ray 
To light the robber to his prey-— 
«-It did bat teem — in ^at fair aky» 
Was planted heaven's artillery-^— 
Prophetic roU'd that crimson star. 
The herald of approaching war. 

XIII. 

Bat> O, De Ranc^ has no eye 
For omen) now, or prophecy. 
Before that sky has time to lower. 

His lover^s feet haire swept the rale ; 
He pants beneath the frownbg tower { 

Where woDt to sing his nightingale. 
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— She sang not now — hvit yet the lamp 

Shone from her airy ceU, 
As though, of all that drowsy camp, 

She was the sleepless sentinel. 

XIT. 

— ^Bot is she sleepless ?-*then her ear 

Most catoh the signal note he tries- 
He strains hep silver voiee to hear, 
*Tis eoho's heartless voice repMes. 

« And can she sleep ! O faithless mara, 
*f Sleep-^when De Ranc^ wakes ; 

** Sleei) — ^when, by steps so long delay'd, 
*' His plighted tow he breaks ? 

*• Twice seven times rose the summer sun— 

** He came not with the light ; 
" As oft its tedious course was run— 

<< He came not with the night. 

** The widow'd turtle docs not sleep, 
** She waaderso^er the heath* 
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i 
« She goes alone tadroop and weep, 
«« She sleeps the sleep of death.** 

XT. 

Thus sang I>4 Ranc^— hut the strain 

OF anger di'd upon his lyre ; 
Love mounting on her throne again, 

ExtinguishM every other fire. 
De Rane^ lov'd, as few can love 
Who wantonly delight to rove 
Froi% sweet to sweet—the honeyM flower 
* With thirsty talon to devour ; 

Then wing their flight to unknown sky. 
And leave the withering Stalk to die. 
De Rano^ lovM as those have done 
Whose souls are satisfied with one, 

XVI; 

" Sleeps she ?"— he cries—** a1over*8 grief^ 
« A hroken heart's intense distress, 

<* In waking dreams deni*d relief, 
** Pursues it in forgetftUness— 
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** O, if ihe sleeps she sleeps^ in vain— 

** He who should wateh her feyerish form 
'' Would see an inward huri^icane 

** That fiiiry bower of peace deform. 
** The body sleeps — the winged mind 
*< Roves wUdlj on the viewless wind, 
<* Dives with De Rane^ in the fiood— 
(< Shrinks from a dagg;er^etin blood— 
" lake witherM hag, with midnight spell, 
. ** Peoples the air with shapes of hell— 
'* O, let me wake her— and destroy 
** These dreams of wo by sights of joy."— 
—The lover said, and fondly flew 
To fright the dreams his fancy drew. 

XVII. 

Built on a rock, that high Chateau 
FrownM on the wondering vale below ; 
Its fragments seatter-d far and nigh. 
Taught this world's mutability. 
Huge masses of its antique tower, 
Beat down by the resistless power 
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That slowly rears its irpn maee^ 
And-shi^es t^e rocky bounds of s^6e, 
Lay^ in tlie -wildest nun hnri^d^ 
Like refies of an older world. 
On these, its gayly painted wreath^ 

The daanUng Clematis had hung i 
Andy here and there the purple heath 

Glittering amidst the gray vtones sprung- 
Like youth and age, in fond embrace. 
Or g&rland on a beldame's face. 
—And there, I ween, thiat no gray stone 
Was to De Ranch's eye unknown. 
For often had he lingered there. 
Watching foi Laura's foot of air ; 
And loiter'd oft with that weak maid> 
Amidst this unfrequented shade. 

xyiii. 

It might have been the thundering shock 

Of crimson-handed war s 
But the hard &ce of that dark roek 

Was seamM by many a scar-« 
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It might have been the fiety bolt 

Which, as the angels fell, 
Flam'd veugeance on their fool revolt. 

And drore-them down to hell — 
That deeply rent its iron faee^- 
But» at its stern and awful base, 
There yawn'd upon the stai^tl'd eye, 
Depths which the faring dar'd not try— 
— NonedarM, save one — whose heart of steel 
Pelt not'the thrabs which others feel. 
De Ranc^fear'd not — thougli no sonnd 
Disturb'd that carern'd world profound^ 
Though noaght that lives cxploi M that gloom^ 

Save the small^bat on leathern wings ; 
Though vast the vault as th' awful toVnb 

Where Egypt sepulchres her kings. 

XIX. 

Fearlesawas he — and oft he trod. 
With Lion's heart that drear abode; 
("or sooth to tell, when first his lamp 
GleamM on those walls so dark and datnp, 
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And each bright drop appealed a gem 
Set ia a kingty diadem i 
He saw, amid at that eavera widei 
A door piere'd in its rocky 9ldt», 
Which, openiog to^ a spiral stair, 
Led from this region of despair. 
From caves where night her vigil kept, 
To the lone tffwer where Laura slept. 
Once found, that path was ne'er forgot— 
In these dark caves the lover's plot 
How to evade a father's eye, 
And how to shroud her in&mj. 
And often down that spiral stain 
Wouk) Laura wind, Uke vision fair 
Seen in the shades of night— and start,. 
— For fearful is the guilty heait— 
If but a sparkling dewidrop feU, 
Or toird the sullen castle bell. 

XX. 

A nd 'twas to this d^eep-TeiN ascenV * 
That now his steps De Ranc^ bant. 
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Sage;* to dry the waking tear, 

Or scare the feverith dream^ 
Night*! viiioa«ry fear. 

By love's ^nchaoting beam. 
— ^He gains the arch — he enters there. 
Treads the deep care, ascends the stair, 
IVf ounts o^er the atnple corridor. 
Reaches and grasps th' unhallow'd door, — 
Nor halts he long^his eager hands 
Throw wide the portal, and he stands 
In that fair room which aye had been- 
Of his sjul joys the blushing scene ; 
The thorny bower of sordid vice. 
The noner's mournful Paradise. 

XXI. 

But where is she— Queen of that bow'r, 
'Hfidstmtny sweet, the sweetest How'r ? 
— J«* Laura— be Ranc^ calls thee— come 
•• Greet a poor wanderer to his home 5 
*» »Twa8 force detainM me — ^for my soul* 
'< True as those oirclers round the pole^ 
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«« Ne'tr left thee, sweet one-^but, with thee 
*« A prisoner, deem'd it Uberty— 
•* l<aura — ^De Ranofe 4iall8 thee— come 
"Find in my breast thy wonted home." 

ixiu 

She lists not'^-eomes not — ^not a word 
Responsi^ to his call \n heard ; 
No rising laugh, but half conceard. 
The playful, hidden maid reveal'd ; 
No struggling sighi but half supprest. 
Betrayed the agonized bredsl. 
'Twas still as death^ — still as tlie hoar 
, When heaTen's half exerted power 
Had fram'd the worlds — ^had spread the sea, 
But life had not begun to be — 
— " LAura! DeKano^ calte— arise 
" And sun me with those angel eyes ; 
<« ^ell mightit thou shroud those orbs in d«^ 
*• When thou eoaldtt only wake to weep.** 
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XXIII. 

She rote not — looVd not — can it be ? 

*< Is Laura tirM of love and me ? 

*• Or, scar'd to feel herself alone^ 

" To other wing than mine hath flovn ? 

*< Return, poor bird, to thy cold nest,. 

«« To th' altar of De Ranee's breast** 

-»But, ah ! in yonder distant room 

A lamp half dissipates the gloom— 

— « She maif be there — Ay, there she i*— > 

*' Haste, haste De Rano% — sprint thy kiss 

" On those full lips — gaze on that eye, — 

" The living throne of ecstacy.** 

ZXIY. 

He comes — O mark his eye-ball glare — 
— ^ot Laura— Laura's corpse is there — 
Disease has laid his withering hands 
On that fiur form — the brittle bands, 
That ch&inM the soul gave way--* 
it burst its tenement of clay 
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— ^Hov brigfat she vhu, let memory dretm; 
Death has put oat that moramg beam. 

XXV. 

la eoffia'd pomp» behold her Ue> 
Vacant that throfiie of ecstacy. 
Extinct, at once, it# living fires, 
As when the spiry blaze expires. 
Of snowy llecla's ardent head. 

And o'er the smoky phuus, 
A stiller, deeper night is shed, 

And double darkness reigns. 
— «« Go— print thy kiss on that ftdl lip—" 
Alas!— the bower where bees might sip 
Fragrant no more-rthat marble eheek 
Corruption's purple fingers streak — 
Though many a flower is scatter'd there. 
To show that she was young and fair ; 
Corruption's dark and fetid breath • 
Hangs, filoud Uke, o'er that bed of death. 
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— -De.Banc^ mig^t have leaitiM to endure 
The pangs no mortal hand eonld eure^^ 
And to the storm of dark distress 
Have turn VI the shield of stnhbemness-" 
Or "fiU'd^th nev and varied bliss 
H'ls aching bosom's sad abyss— 
Perhaps he might have learn'd to gaze 

On that wan cheelc where death might blur, 
But had not power to raze 

Beauty ^s ethereal eharaeter. 
But as be watoh'd the prostrate maid. 

He saw, or seem'd to see* 
On that dark brow the darker shade 

Of mental agony. 
And starap'd upon that front so fair. 
The ghastly frown of dumb despair ; 
And, lingering on the lip of death, 

A curse on him who broke the fence. 
And rudely from the unspotted wreath 

^ent the sweet flower of innocence. 
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Seera'd she from that dark bier to rise. 
And fix on him her ray less eyes ; 
SeemM she-^her fleshless arm to stretch) 
As though tx> di^ the struggling wretch 
Whom angry heaven refusM tasave^ 
Down to her cheerless, hopeless grave- 
There, on a couch of fire to lie, 
Weddfed in hopeless miseiy^ 

xxvri* 

R might he fancy— but the power 
Of fancy in that penal hour. 
When heayeh, to avenge the foul abuse 
Of goodness, lets its terrors loose — 
Is great, as though her shadowy traiir 
Were not the figments of the brain ; 
As though not sketch'd in lifeless diefl^ 
Her fleet and sary nullities- 
It might be fancy — ^be it so- 
Still, to the inward^ eye 
More dread such visionary show 
Than broad reality. 
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A single tear he did not thed 

He did not strike his throbbing breast-^ 
Too saw him clasp his bursting head* 

—An idiot laugh proelaim'd the rest. 
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Of all the knots vbich nature ties, 
The secret sacred sympathies 
That, as with viewless chains of ffM, 
The heaH a happy prisoner hold- 
None is more cha8te,more hrigfat, more pure^ 
Stronger stem trials to endure- 
None is more pnrg'd of earthly leaven. 
More like the love of highest heaven— 
Than that which hinds, in hbnda how blest, 
A daughter to a father's breast. 
ffe, robb'd bj death of half his life— 
—That better half his bosom's wife,- 
Sees, as his widow'd cye-lid^rove. 
In quest of welU]*emembei'd blisl^^ 
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— ^In this fair creature of their love. 

As though let loose from Paradise^ 
The sainted mother hreathe again — 
Unwrinkl'd mow hy age or pain — 
Not as when last he drank her hreath 
And watchM the trouhl'd brow of death, 
But, clad in nature's earliest dress, 
In all her virgin lovelifiess ; 
As when, like vision from above. 
She taught his youthful soul to love. 
—He sees— and all the man revives — 
Sees — and a second life he lives. 
He loves to watch the daughter's tear 

Fall as he speaks the mother's praise ; 
He loves to fiH her hungry ear 

With tender tides of other days. 
Still more he loves — to feed her eye 
With visions of futurity ; 
To bid her bow before the Throne 
Of the Eternal One- 
Content, nay glad, to linger h6re 
This solitary flower to rear. 
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II. 

Bat, O, if in some unble^'d hour, 
The spoiler seeks that ^ngle flower ; 
And — spite of all the hallowM fence 
That guards the breast pf innocence — 
Spite of the ^ateh which angels keep 
—Those aiiy guairds— who never sleep — ^ 
Spite of the naked sword of wrath 
Suspended o'er his guilty path— 
—Treads on its head of maiden white- 
Quenches its beam in shades of nigfat~- 
—What anguish rends that father's heart, 
Prom his pale lip what curses part— 
TiU taught by bett6r creed to know. 
That Hearen which gave,can heal the Wow— 
.-O, what a sum of bliss destroyed, 
o^, what an aching boundless void 
In that poor heart, so rich before> 
Scarce beaten itself oeuM yieKl H more. 
r-He might ha?e borne to see the flood 
< Run purple^ with her virgin blood-^ 
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For theni at pare that erimsoD tide 
Ai the pale limpid waye it dy'd.— 
^-He might have borne to tee her faU 
Pierc'd l^ the ganat assaMin't ball— 
For, through the voand, so baaely given. 
Her Mul liad wing'^d its way to heaven. 
But, O, that blood it doaUy tpilt 
Whose erimson is the dy^ of guilt i 
And that sad heart without reUef 
Where anger dries die tear of grief. 

III. 

Snob are the childless father^s pangs— 

And snob that sire's intense distress* 
Who, o*er the niinM Laura hangs. 

Like the pale ghost of wretchedness. 
O^ it was then, when rack'd with pain 

And death's dark visions round her roU^ 
When fever fir'd the sluggish brain. 

And loosM the secrets of her i 
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Twas then-^as louohM by that dread dart, 
Which all the hidden^ man aaseds ; 

She breaks an aged parent*^B heart. 
And all her tale of guilt reveals. 

IV. 

— ^ow — give the mareh sepulchral way, 

Yon aged mourner must not vait**- 
He must not meet the light of day— 

He must not pass the castle gate. 
That trophi*d gate must ne'er expand, 

Save to the triumphs of his name — 
By day> the crowds* insulting hand 

Would point to Laura's spot of shame. 
No— down the secret spiral stair 

They wind-^-and through th' shadowy cave^ 
And in its gloomy womb prepare 
A sunless, melancholy grave. 

V. 

—Slow rolls die melancholy dirge 
To that dack vault confin'd v 
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As jw, hKve heard Uie sullen sarge 

Strive with the Uboaring wind- 
But, to a lather's struggling sigh. 
Fit echo was that minstrelsy. — 
— Dhn burned the torch— its pale hXvlt light) 

Half stifled in the stagnant air» 
Shed on <he oheek with terror white, 

The sicklier hue of coM despair— 
But dimmer than this torch the eye 
Of that sad father's misery. — 

VI. 

Harit !— there are footsteps tread 
Those chilly caverns of the dead— 
Seem'd not some low responsive moan 
To echo to that fadier's groan ? 
And, from jron angle of the cave, 
• Some mantl'd form to take his flight ? 
...Those mourners hearts were stout and hravor 

Yet throbb'd those iron hearts with fright 
.^•Darkness, I ween, has p<fOtrer to awe . 

Whom nothing awes beside; 
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For fiihey mightier in* can draw 

Than e'er are rer^'d. 
*^They paes^dj the^tartling soand to eatelw- v 
»Tis gone again-»in vain Ihey watoh«M- 
Silenoe resumes her lonelj throne 
In that nnfathom'd .world of stone.— 
—Once more he hids the mourners ** speed" 
And let the march of wo proeeed« 

^11. 

They reaefa the ^ave^ whose ragged moutb 

Inhal'd the open air ; 
They lodge this fallen flower of youth. 

The coffinM load they bear. 
—Vast was that unfreqaented care. 
Of hoadreds It might be the grave ; 
But, O, T>f one lone girl, the doom. 
To oecupy the giant tomb ; 
A§ if these stubborn rocks were rent 
To be her frowning monument. 
Deep was the sepulchre, as though 
To bury all a father'*s wo— 
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'Twas deep, as though from eurioos eye 
To shroud a daughter's infamy. 

Viii. 

And, now, around the chilly grave. 

The hood^ mourners press— 
— ** Friar, the lost child thou could^st not sate 

But, O, the Father bless. 
Now let some high and hallowM verse. 
Chase from his paUid lip the curs©— 
O, now by solemn touch assuage 
That mingling storm of grief and rage»»* 

IX. 

-r-The chauntbegins>~that holy friar 

Had watch'd o*er Laura's infimt hour. 
Had lov'd her as another sire, 

Had nam'd her once • his own sweet flower.* 
How had it gladdenM now Ids breast 
Could he have callM that lost one blest— 
Could he have seen the glicfring star 
Of hope, upon her grave arise ; 
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And pointed to the '^nged car 

On nrhich she moHnted to the skies. 
—But, though he lov'il that flower of youth* 
Still more he lov'd ^elestisil truth ; 
And darM he not his prophet^s harp 
From heaven's high purposes to wai^. 
And bid it say~>-that foul offence^ 
UnwashM by tear of penitence, 
Unwash'^d by that atoning flood, 
The^ pure, the sacramental blood 
Of Him— th6 Holy One— who dies 
The lost jnrorld's sinless sacrifice-^ 
Could e*er be raz'd, by priestly art, 
By tears wrung from a father's heart. 
By hlood of victims vainly spilt — 
—From the dailc register of guilt. 



He *ent him o'*er that youthful bier. 
He shed one old man's precious tear*—, 
-«-Bat, as the sacred hymn b^^an 
Uprose the venerable man. 
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It wai> as thoa^ the myMic word 

TduehM In hk bmst some fakJOen ehord^ 

And bow^d hisagoniced soul; 

With angel hand, to beaven^s control. 

3eemM then the prophet's Wndlingeye 

At onee to fiU with Deity, 

'And ieem'd to set his earthfy woes- 

As bright devotion's star arose. 

—See, where he tends tbefun'ral rite 

By which the Uving mourn the dead s 
The requiem, now? -his lips recite— 

He lays her on her icy bed*'^ 
And—* dust to dqst*— you hear him cry,- 
And— « dust to dust^-- the rodu reply. 



-»Nor only they — some other sound 
Awakes the cavemM depth profound- 
Some ^hoing foot, whose hurri'd tread 
III fits the mourner of the dead- 
Some struggting voice where terror droWBS 
Soft pity's sweeter, gentler tones— ^ 
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— And> lo ! % man— wbose haggard form 
Shows like the spirit of the storm ; 
And, like its dark and heUowing elood 
His accents harst upon the crowd— 
" Not, * dost to dust,* bat Ufe to dnst— 
" Where Laura sleepsy De Ranc^ must— 
—'These hands,the bridal couch have spread 
♦* Now wed the liring to the dead,** 
— Wfldly he spake, and wiWly leapt 
Into the gwive where Laura slept 
The sleep of deat^«^Aa* Awful sleep 
Alas—too motionless^ and deep 
At sight, or sound, or touch to wake, 
Save when the last loud thunders shake 
The heavens, and elemental war 
Summons the dead to God's high bar. 

—Could she have wak'd— her startled form 

Had fled the touch of vice ; 
Fopj haply now, she felt the worm 

That neither sleepi nor dies.— 
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—She wak*d not-'-and De Rane^ lay 
As still as though himself were clay^*~ 
StunaM by the fail, it seemM as though 
Both perishMby a single blow. 

— O— o^er the aged Cbattmont*s soul. 

What stormy visions diroly roll. 

Grief, wrath, ahd fierce revenge in tum> 

In that distempered bosom bum ; 

As when within the mountain^s'side. 

Impatient heaves the fiery tide. 

— Swift, frdm the now reluctant sheath. 

His thirsty falchion flew*^ 
His dull eye shot the fire of death. 

And glowed his cheek with crimson hue- 
He stood above this vital grave 
As though, not that itself should save 
The spoiler from his arm — as though 
Resolved that blood should flow 
To expiate the rank oflTence 
Of violflled innocenoe. 
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But as the tortjhes' quiv'ring light 

Flash'd on the livid form below j 
then — ^thafheart-appalling gight 
Turn*d hack the meditated blow 
Palri'd, as if by wizard charm. 
Fell idly down his liostile arm— 
For, on De Ranch's lifeless face. 
Such lines of ruin conld he trace— 
Of future wo, 8uehda^k presage- 
Such prematurity of age — 
Such lengthen'd wo, for crimes so brief— 
Such awful emphasis of grief— 
At once he felt to let him wake 
Was measureless revenge to take — 
That aH the monstrous energy 
Of hate itself could not supply, 
A weapon of such deadly force 
As the barb*d arrow of remorse. 
—To hate — ^but mortal arms are given— 
Hemorse unsheaths the arms of herren. 
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— ** Then let him live" — he fiercely cries, 
" The wretch, thus living, doohly diea*" . 

lie spake — a»d, bow» his wrinkl'd haBd» 

O'er his wan face his mantle roll-^ 
One moment o'er the grave he stands 

In dumb dejectedness of soul. 
Then flies — as \( to leave behind 
The anguish of his mind-— 
— In vain — alas — poor, childless man, 
Tl»y~ grief, tliy feeble steps outran ; 
Seek, wanderer — seek some happier road- 
— Flee from revenge and hate — to GocL 

XTf. 

—Of all that sad and sable train 
None in the vault of death remain — 
They vanished — as the clouds of night> 
Melt in the morning's bursting light — 
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— All went save one — that holy friar \ 

In whom, extinct all other fire. 
That flame which lights an angel's eye, . 
Burn'd brightly — blessed -oliarity. 
Ht was a man, whose wrinkl'd cheek 
Might sorrow'a furrowing hand be8{>eak, 
Yet, in those farrows, seera*d to spring 

Harvests of golden die ; 
Peace, like the lark on morning "wing,. 

Seeking' her native sky. 

Skill'd was'the reverend man- to impart ' 
Fit medicines to a broken heart. — 
On the hoar mountain's rocky breast. 
Where the lone eagle builds her nest. 
Hung his small cell — 'twas poised so hi^h, 
To hold deep commerce with the sky- 
To Escape the din, the toil, the strife. 
That cloud the troubl'd vale of life — 
But, not to shun the aching eye. 
Or wrinkl'd hand of misery. 
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Tbron'd in that lone and airy cell. 
He seemM the wide worid's sentinel. 
Pilgiima would climb the moaatain's side 
As tho' to reach some healing tide. 
— They came, they saw, they srail'dr— their care 
Had mounted on hit winged prayer. 
Still seem^M he to that sorrowing crowd 
. An angel stooping from his cloud. 
To medicate,- with sweet.control, 
The troubPd waters of the sonl. — 
— The wretched lovM hira — so did heaven — 
Though much, I ween, of priestly leaven 
Debaa'd his creed— cradPd in youth 
Far from the lap of brightest tmtb, 
J)eni'd our common heritage.. 
That long and late imprison'd page^ 
Of which God broke the haUow'd seals» 
Wliich highest heaven to earth ref eals—- 
— Heaven lov'd hjm*-and i^aH we 
Quench the bright htmp of charity ? 



^dbyGooc^le 



D£ AANCL lOi 



XVIII, 



Such was t^ man whose mekiag eye 

Survey M the awful wreck below ; 
No cui'ses mingl'd with liis sigh. 

No Tengeanee roll'd upon his brow. 
— If vice triumphant ^ross'd h» path, 
It stirred the lion of his wrath ; 
— Show him that vice in grief or paio> 
The lion laid him down again. 
— O, as he stood above the grave. 

And saw the ruin'd man beneath; 
But yesterday, so bright, so brave, 

Now, stifling in the bed of death ; 
And saw that strong and sinewy form 
Just nnkitig to the hungry yrwm ; 
And saw a man which wore tiie stamp 

And high impress of heaven, 
Dying, like some sepubhra! lamp, 

— Ai:#.I dying — unforgiven— 
Then, all his fiery wrath and hate 
Were buri*d in diat grave ; 
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You heard him only suppttcate 
That fallen man to save- 
To draw him &om the worm's abd^e— 
To lead Aetttfferer up to Gq^, 

XIX. 

— ^Nor ^pwiy'4 alone the ag^man — 
FinishM his hands what prayer be|;an. 
PlungM in the grave he toils to hear . 
De Raoe^ to the purer air. 
A'ndt in that high and gen'rous Strain, 
Seems all his youth to come again. 
His vein with hoyish vigour warmjs^ 
And nerves, long palsi'd, string his arm*. 
Though now, in lifers last, feeblest stage, 
ZesA seem'd to check the march of age4 
And lend the Umh,>the nerve, the eye. 
Some touch of immortiiUty. — 

XX. 

— O sight sublime— ^o see the mimjl 
"Vainly; by bars of chiy, confin'd, . 
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Burst from its prison, and diffuse / 

O'er its dark dungeon- living hues, 
The half-extinguish'd man revire. 
The body's very life pntHve— 
Then» as the strings of life decay. 
Spread its light wings and soars 
'Midst Tisions of eternal day.- 
^— "Thus have I seen the struggfing star 
Rise from the East, on ebon car — 
Soon, o^er her sable seat she throws, ' 
Her glittering robe Of virgin snows — 
Transforms, hf touches soft and bright) 
Her throne of clouds, to throne of light- 
Pursues the bright moon to the West, 
And metts upou its silver breast. 

XXI. 

So« in that venerable friar, 
Blaz'd out the mind's ethereal fire,—* 
— Though stifien'd with the fi-ostsof age, 
Wasted by weary pilgrimage. 
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He borej with iMJart and arm unBpenty 
Wh^t many * tDUgher nerw had bent. 

XXIU 

— Sobn'scapM he then the oave oC death 
And drank the fresh night's dewy breath.— 
— And see him» 90w, with tremhtiag haiads. 

The healing water bear — 
Over the torpid form he stands 

To shed its virtue there. 
And, as the eooling drop deseends. 
His unreluctant knee he bends— 
And suppUoatea— this silver stream^ 
Tonch'd by some sanctifying b§am, 
May change to a baptismal wave 
Tlotly and soul, at once, to save. 

XXIII. 

Just as he spoke — ^the Infant day 
Awaking from his cloudy \>t6, 
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Secret, and soft, oi\e purple ray 

Upon that ashy visage shed. 
— ** He lives, he lives !'*— the good man oricf-fc- 

— Seem'd it the gash of Wood— 
— ^All righteous heaven*" — ^hc dies, he die»-- 

" Bhh*d, has the erimson flood.'*— 
— O'er diat yOttng orb^ some fleeting cleud 
ThTen swiftly spread its chilly shroud ; 
De Ranch's wan cheek eeas'd to glow ; 
The shade of death cross'd o^erliis brow, 
f 
XXIV. 

And yet, as rose the sun again 
Bright from this brief and cloudy strife— 

Seem'd not the old man's toil in vain, 
SeemM this the sign of coming life. 

— rAnd sign it was — the power that sent 

That sun tof gild the firmament, 

Qui<A:en*d, by mystic touch, the brain 

And bad the spirit come again. 

The icy bands of death gfive way, 

Alad the 8«ul struggles into day. 
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— But here the muse muat briefly stay 
The course of he?^ adtent'i'ous lay. 
She miiy n6t war, in oqe hold Qigbt, , 
To scenes of day, from dens of nighti 
Or grasp in one updaunted strain 
The heights of joyt and deptlw of pain.-*^ 
— He who compassionates, her toiV 
OrloTes with her to pause awhile^ 
Shall haply see her pinion rise 
'Midst happier «oene8, and brighter skies ; 
But let him not with coM disdain 
Turn from the moralizing ^raln 
Which, ere she sinks upon her nest, 
She leares him as her fpnd heqoe^, 

XXVI. 

— Go—stranger— seek tfce awCul gloon 
Of Laura's unfrequented tomb ! 
— What, though no soothing verse he thw^ 
To chase the demons of despair ; 
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What, though no guardian spUit weeps 
Around the grave where Laura sleeps ; 
What, though no plant of health he found 
On that unconseorated ground— ;• 
—Still, in the dark unletterM stones 
RearM over her unhallowed hones. 
And, in the weeds which slowly ware 
On her un canonized grave. 
And, in the Htful hlast which falls 
tJpoiKthose shapeless, sunless walls — 
— There is a voice, so deep, so dread. 
So like the accents of the dead- 
It strikes the culprit's iron ear 
And fills him with unearthly fear,— 
He s.ees a more than mortal light 
Break o'er thes^ regions of the night- 
He clasps his hands — he bends his knee — 
~«« Vise, Vicei'* he cries—" is Misery !" 

And~-«o it is — treasure that truth 
£)eep in the snowy breast of youth— 
»— Hence the dead Laura^s hapless lot } 
The living Laui-a knew it not. 
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The r«ip d- bnoeo-thitMled waiv 
The Amoking atee^ the purple car ; 
The weeping valley^ onee to fair. 
Now pkragh'd by rab't deadly abaret 
The onee unspotted Tirgin flood 
Now rolUng hi iia bed of blood s 
The moantaiD bleachM bj naaj a bone 
— These works, fiUlea robo, are all thine ovft* 
The shepherd*! pipe amid 6w roeka, 
The moantain UaaehM with tbootand flooks^ 
The warbHng buigvage of tbe grov«, 
The mellow harmony of love. 
The simple spSre that eUmbathe sky. 
So ebeering to the good maa^ eye^^ 
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The laughing vale ancursM with skife* 
The teaming landscape full of Kfe^ 
The happy father's green ahode— 
-"These, these are all the works of God- 
Man sheds destruotion o'er the 4)1ain— 
God hids the landscape live again. — 



O, then, if e'er onr ark of clay- 
Is tingM and warfti'd by heavenly ray— 
If e*er, to prt)8trate man is given 
The mind and high impress of heaven^ 
'Tis when, on his uplifted eye 
God sheds the beam of charity— 
'Tis when, in Misety'scoW reoes^ 
He seeks the bed of wretchedness ; 
Or — nohler---roves;from pole to pole 
To save a life, or win a sout— 
—And, if there^ aught of human bliss - 
Kindred to that of Paradise, 
'Tis that whiehlns A»« bursting heart 
Whose holy, happy hands impart 
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life to the ]ifele88*««And deiaia 
A spirit from the world of pain— 
—His bliss they nerer, never feel» 
Who fiei^ely whet the thnrsty steel, 
And draw« at though widi yultuiie^t. befl&^ 
Blood fi*om the guStless and the weak-' 
Who, bn their laap«U*d trophy see 
The cold, dai% drop of niiset7 } 
And who,^th orphan tears cement 
Thenr periidiahle monument.— 

III. 

— Butt O, if soeh the joy w,hioh sweeps 

Over the bo«om of the good. 
Why statids that aged friar and weeps? 

-~HiB are the tears of gratitode*^ 
Tears, whose damb eloquence express 
That ohoak'd hearths Uiankfulness. 
None — noae^may proudly hope to paint 
The transport of that aged sahit. 
As on De Ranc^^'s faded cheek 
He saw health's ruddy momiag break* 
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IV. 

mfick bim, now, upon the ted 
Of his own bosom prop his head-^ 
Aftd MOW, hecalls the well-known Iun4, 
Whoae Bteps along the valley -wind, 
PfYJinptly to lend his sinewy arm, 
Dc Ranch's chilly brow to warm, 
A ml bear that lost one to the Upot 
WJitii-e sunds the peasant's loneTy cot-« 
WJioro 'midst wild nature^s mountain scene^ 
And pillow'd on her lap of green— 
^Mldat million sweety that spring to birth. 
From the full breast of. mother eardi— 
Deetna he that fallen man may find 
Health of the body and the mind ; 
For, in that cot, as well he knows^ 
Devotion's modest plant arose— 
Whoie living leaf of sacred balm 

Coolil peace and joy bestow. 
The ruffl'd soul could sweetly calm 

And make a heayen below. 
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—They bear him there— the huinUe hed 
With hands auiduooi spread ; 
By potent drug the nenret compose*- 
Blett him and leave Jhim to repose. 
They leave him— bat God left him not; 
O-^m the peasant's lowly cot 
Was bent the eye that aever sleeps. 
Which, as it swiftly circliogy sweeps 
0*er the dark world — beheld and shed 
Ode drop of mercy on his head. 

VI. 

•«XiODg was his sleep-^or long had rest 
Hed from De Ranch's stormy breast j 
And seem*d, e'en now the startling limb 

Too conscious of his foul offence- 
Peace lores her little lamp to trim 

Around the coach of innocence— 
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.^O — oyer that distemper'd braia 

Cross'd many a sad and ghastly traia 

Of woes, and crimes of darkest die— 

The busy fancy's progeny. 

—Badiant vith more than living bloom, 

Now the dead Laura seems to come — 

—He ^trains her willing hand to clasp— 

^Uis bafRM hands a spectre grasp. 

"-Or, iull'd by soothing visions, now 

He listens to her tender tow ; 

Strides with fond ear to catch the soimd'»» 

-^Terrific curses roll around ; — 

Or, now, beneath that banner'd tower 

He plants and rears love's painted bower; 

And many a dewy flow'ret there 

He trains to please that giddy fair— 

-"At once, the scented fabric shakes-^ 

Those twining flowers aTre coiling snakes- 

Ulsjoys illusory expire— 

lie tosses on a sea of fi re-^- 

Laura— her hand with vengeance warm| 

Stands like the demon of the storm. 
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Til. 

Who woold not wake frftm sl«ep like thii. 
And eoQiit fill wekisg ran'r7 blia ? 
How dread to fed the torpid brain 
To dreams like this fall baekagain. 
And eoDjure from the world below 
"VwicMM of more than mortal wo* 
— Tboa slept De Ranc^, till at teogtby 
Sxhaosted even faoc^r's strength. 
He found a refuge from dictresa 
In deep and dumb forgetfalnest ; 
Nor woke-~tin sunk the san to rest 
^ that soft bosom of the west. 

Vili. 

•^De Rano^ woker~but where is he ? — 
" Whose this abode of penorj— 
'* Where is the Friar— and Chaaroont| where, 
** And where ^o tomb of dark despair— 
'* And whose the sweet and siniple lay 
** That seems mj soul to eaae-> 
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ems Ihat untiLtot'M stnun to say 

TLciT i* a way to peace ?'* 

a liHi tu ti^ar tbe artless soog" 

wh awsWd tlie rustic chords amoog^; 

implc wui the Qote he heard, 

IgUt tiav^ lH3cn some mountain bird. 



rtqd"'rer on tlie world of waTe& . 

iiuj the little i wallow craTes 

Some clime of spring ;^ 

shtT &he ejf's the wat'ry waste, 

lighliii^ on some friendly mast» 

She r^JJta her aching wing. 



Ids ttave I wanderM fat" and long 
le ban-eti wodJ's wide wastes among 
" in seansh of peace ; 



I 
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— << I found it notF-.till from afar 
" Arose the holy eastera fltar, 

'* And hade my sorrows cease. 

3: 

" Now near the altar of my God, 
" I choose my safe and hlest abode 

•* Ttom morn liireven ; 
" O, still, upon its hallow'd breast 
" My heart shall build her lowly nest, 

** And find an earthly heaven.'* 

IX, 

** And can it be ?" De Ranc^ cries, 

" That peace, which from the mighty flies, 

" Dwells in the cottage ?--Can it be 

*' That God must banish misery ? • 

.»« But hark— for now some gentler- strain 

" Awakes the artless lyre again.^' 

—A lighter fiftger crossed the string, 

A sweeter voice began to sing { 
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Agaia lie hqaliM tke hearths dee]^ «gh 
To catch the rastie mekidyw 

1. 

<< Dear is the hallowed morn to me 
** When villagie helb awake the day 5 

'< And, by their sacred minstrelsy* 
« Call rae from earthly cares away. 

2, 

•* And dear to me the winged hour 
** Spent in thy ballow'd courU, O Lord—. 

" To feel devodon^s soothing power, 
<* And catch the manna of thy word. 



' And, dear to' me the load * Amen,* 
** Which echoes through the West abode> 
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•* Which swellt, and tinkr and iwelb Again, 
Dies on the waHs, bat rirea to God. 



•* And. dear the vlmple melody, 
•* Song with the pomp of rustle art^ 

— ^" That holy heavenly harmony, 
•* The masie pf a thankful heart. 



*' In iecret I hare often pray*d 

« And sUII the anxioui tear would faH; 
'« But on thy^taered altar laid, 
y/'^e fire descends knd dHes them aR. 
/ 

6. 

«« Oft when the world, with iron hand^ 
•^Has bound me in iu six-days chain, 

"fhls bursts them, Hke the itroogmaD'shancK 
•* And lets my spirit kioie again. 

F 
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** Then, dear to me the Sahb^th morn, 
** The Tinage bells, the shepherd's 

^ These oft have found my heart forloni^ 
^ And alwaya bid that heart rejpiee. 

^. 

— •' Go* man of pleasure, strike thy lyre, 
<< Of brf»ken Sabbaths sing the eharma; 

** O^rs are the prophet's «ar of fire 
'* Whieh bears us to a Father^s arms." 



— ^De Ranc^ Nsten^d — and eaeh word 
Touch'd in his heart some echoing ehOrd f 
So sweet upon his ear it broke? 
It was as though an angel spoke. 
And OTen ere she ceased to sing. 
Mis long-imprisonM soul took win|f^ 
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And soared to tliat high throne, whence she 
Hid learn'd this hallow'd harmony ; 
And soaght, amidst the heavenly choir, 
A spark of that seraphic fire 
"Which might dark memory's dreams destroy 
And tune his soat to songs of joy. 

XI. 

— Nor oeas*d he till that rustic sh^, 
Xo longer musical the strain, 

Tet pregnant with celestial fire. 
Began to speak again. 

For he was wont — ^his labours done* 
. As softly set the summer's sun. 

And from the chambers of the west 
Call'd an exhausted world to rest — 
To watch the half-extinguishM ray. 
And check the giddy foot of play, 
And busier housewife's homely task. 
And summon all to bend and ask. 
Whilst linger'd yet the ray of even, 
Pardon and peace from heaven. 
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And he would pray, that wheo the night 
Of death should quench in oloudi hit sum 

Just such a heam* so mildly hright, 
Might gild the course which he had ran. 

XII. I 

— 'Twas now the hour — and through tbedoor^ 

Part open'd, might De Ranc^ see — 
How falsely those are deem'd the poor 

Whose breasts ar^ rich in piety — 
No brighter gem, I ween, is set 
In Bourbon's blazing coronet, — 
— O, how his pulse beat quick and high- 
How rush'd tlie tear-drop to his eye^ 
As, one by one, the little clan 
Came trooping round the plain good roan ; 
And won a smile, or stole a kiss, . 
The roses of Uaeir paradise. 
Scem'cl it to him— that holy love, 
EiU'rt froTii courts — like some lone dove 
Which ruffian Tiolence expels, > 

Fled here — and to the village bells 
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Sat liiteniDg, while Ae plamM her wkig^ 
Then 'fan responsive notes to sing, 
Till eTei7 rock and waving wood. 
Bang with the hymn of gra^tude. — 

XIII. 

— The greeting o'er, that happy sire 
Trims eheerly up his Utile fire f 
And strives to light in every eye, 
The «y of reverend gayety j 
For well he knew — -the ear of youth 
Is trehly harr*4 agiunst the truth 
That eomes disfigui^d in the dress 
Of eold and scowling wretchedness— 
That, who the infant soul would move 
Must make it feet— that '* God is love." 

XIV. 

—Then, when his watchful eye could tXHfi 
Joy thron'd upon feach ruddy face— 
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De Ranc^ sees liini' raise his band 
To that high shelf where marshall'd sUnd 
A few leaa volumes, all his store, 
•—Small prize to him— of worldly lore. 
High o'er the rest — one volume stood-^ 
—It was the sacred book of God — 
'That book which, to the astonbhM eje. 
Unveils the present Deity— 
Wbich, from the tpssing couch of pMn» 
Oft lifts us as with viewless chain. 
And recreates the famished sense 
WithTiighest heaven's magtii6oence.<— 
— O, as the rustic father took. 
With sun.burnt hand, that poor man's book, 
»Twas just as when the morning's breath 
Crosses the wan and withering wreath. 
And sheds, as though with mystic power, 
^A sudden freshness o*er the flQ:ver — 
— Yoii saw the beam of gladness break 
In midden lustre o'er his cheek. 
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xr. 

— ThcD, as the wary pilot tries 

To land his bark on safest shores, 
This treasar'd wisdom of the skies. 

The parent's anxious eye explores, 
Some simple, toaohing page to find. 
Such as might win Ihe infant mind. 
— Nor sought he long, for though thei*e lie 
Plung'd in the abyss of mystery, 
(Like gems in deepest caverns found) 
^ Depth for the deepest too profound ; 
Yet, float upon that sacred sea. 
The flowers of sweet nmplieity — 
Flowers, perfiimM by breath of heaven, 
To simplest minds profusely given. 

XVI. 

—>He sought not long — ^for soon his eye 
lights 6n the moving histogr, 
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Where He, the gailty vorUTs High IiOrd» 

By infant cherubim adorM, 

Bade " little eh'ddren come" and reat 

Their heads apon his haltowM hreaik. 

— FlnishM the tde — the holy man 

To school his. little tribe began — 

— At once— P*arose that childish bandi 

At once, they sei«M his h<»niy hand^ 

. And bade him guide them <» the road 

That leads-^to hj^pptness and God. 

— O ! if there- be> whose soomfiitl eyes 

The poor man^s simple joys despise-— 

1 would they had, beeb there to see 

Wh»t are the joys cif p«(verty,. 

T'o count the pre<aou8 tears which s^ar^ 

Wnrm from a poor man's thankful heart« 

— Ke wept to see the golden mom 

Of piety, thus early dawii ; 

He wept^ see the breathing page 

Thus sweetly tooeh their tender age ; 

1'i^iisform them as with Prophet 'si^ 

itid make Us ehild<— the ehik! oC Geii 
\ 
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— Then — for in that more southern clioie 
They fondly love the tinkling rhyme. 
And eaoh gfty peasant* as he roves, 
• Catches the music of the groves, 
The warbling language of the sky, 
Sweet nature's holy melody-— 
— Then might you see that happy^sirc 
• Resume his ne'er forgotten lyre : 
And as he swept the simple stdng. 
Wake everv infant Up to ^g ' 
Strains which niight wound a cntic's ear. 
But which a God delights to hear. 

XVII. 

—-De Ranc% heard the song — and such 

The magic of the truth, 
So do the notes of nature touch 

Sang by a childish ramith, 
He fondly thought, that as they sang 
Heaven's wsare vault responsive rang^ 
And, sailing by on angel wing, 
A million spirits seem'd to sing,. 

f2 
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A roiHion voices seemed to saj, 
** Come, fellow-ipiritt, oome away.** 
— Fiin wookl he« then, have bartt hit ehaia 
To soar aniidtt that infaot train. 
— ^De Rano^— no— ere that shall be. 
Oft must thoa beml thioe unbent kneo^ 
Ofl, on that sin of scarlet dye. 
Shed Uie hot tear p( misery- 
Stoop from thine airy throne of pride. 
And bow before " the crucifiM.'» 

xvni. 

•— But, O— how UbourM every vein 

In that poor prostrate man, 
As thus, to moralise again, 

The rustic sire began : 
— *• My ohHdren— if yoiy infant eyes 
•* Woald see the vretchednesa of viee— 
•• Go, count the wrinkles of the head 
«< Now stretehM upon our lowly bed— 
M Go there, and mark that blasted tree 
•* CursM by the breath of Deity — 
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*' Go, read tbe lesson writ in blood, 
" That • none are happy but the good.' 
** Then, sweet bnes, shaM our simple pray*r 
" Ask heaven to bmoirth his brow of care ; 
" To heal the branch so deeply riyen, 
<« And lift its leafless head to heayea." 

XIX. 

— They bow the knee— prefer tlic prayer— 
Of as it floated in raid air 
Above that agonized bied— 
An angel, from his penaer, shed 
Sweet incenee--^n whose sainted wings 
To Mercy's golden throne it springs — 
And brings a thousand blessings down 
On him who dared not hope for one. 

XX, 

— I must not linger, now, to paint 
*PUe raplures^ of that rustic saint 
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When, eehoiDg to his own, arise 

De Ranc6*8 aecenU to the skies. 

When from the gpoand, and prostrate there 

Hebreath'd the penitential prayer— 

When heaven a beam of meroj shed 

Upon that lost one's aching head— 

— Nor may the infant muse essay 

To trace, in metaphysio lay. 

The miad*8 slow mareh from earth to heaven, 

Th' acquittal of the unforgivcn— ' - 

The gradual dawu-^the burst of light 

Upon that soul of thickest night— ^ 

The mental flowers which strangely Wow, 

Like roses on a waste of snow. 

XXI. 

—He who has elimb'd the giddy height 

Where Polar mountains rise 
Mantled in everlasting white, 

PillarM on pixips of ice— 
And seen, from six months* chiJiy sl^ep, 

*rhe tardy sun arise-- 
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Now, OQ th' horizon dimlj ereep— • 

Now, ruth o'er all the skies ;— 
And seen the frozen thousands eome 
To greet the wanderer home — 
And heard each caTem's deep recess 
Echo the shout of thaakfuhiess— 
»^That favour 'd man might not despair, 
With magic colours borrowM there. 
And other skill than mine-^to trace 
The tights which, dowly JteaUngs chase 
The mental shades — and o'er the soul 
A golden tide of glories roll. 
-^StilU lest the more ambitious muse 
To touch this lowly theme refuse. 
Ere sinks to rest ray dying strain, 
I sweep the Umid string again. 

XXII. 

— AVhere, 'midst her gfodmy waste of wood, 
And girt by many a rushing floods 
Whose deep and melancholy moan 
Seems but the nerer-ceasing groan 
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Of those who, feird by secret blow, 
Sink in thehungfry gulf below— 
Ia Trtppe her mitred forehead rears^ 
Gray with the storms of thousand 3 
—There— rises, 'nudst the unbroken glooBij 
One low and solitary tomb-~ 
Which, if the hooded palmer sfee. 
At once he bends his nerveless knee- 
Crosses, devout, his aged breas^ 
And seems to lay his cares to re«t. 
—The wretched often wander there 
To shed the tear of dark despair ; . 
They kneel— the tear has dri'd away^ 
Like mist-dropa^in the blush of day^ 
And often, when the midnight bell 
Wakes the cold slumbefrs <)f his eeU» . 
The watchful monk, with feet unshod. 
Comes here, as though to meet his God ; 
As though there dwelt, in that dai-k hour, 
And darker grave, mystericfus power. 
To touch the hidden springs of woe. 
And all its power to paralyze f 
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To l»reak corru;»iion'» awful fpellj 
And roat tKe rebel hosts of hell. 

XXIIT. 

— Ask— w% he oomes?— ami he replies, 
.«<* O^ 'tis a heaven below the skies— 

, ** There is a spirit lingers here 
*• Whiuh chases every scalding tear— 
** Angels keep watch around the tomb, 
" And light from God dispels the gloom.*^ 
—Ask ** who^e the oanonized bones 
** That sleep 'midst yonder anhe wn stones ?" 

' — •* De ilanc^'*~-thcre iraprison*d Res, 
«* Whatever of « good man dies— 
— ^* The man hmself has burst his prison, 
•• And to his Master's bosom risen. 

*• Once bad and -aretched"^^ bi» God, 

•« At length, the stiffenM knee he bent ; 
•« Some spirit wav'd a viewlcis rod 
«• Above the prostrate penitent 
<« O, then, a sacred influence stole 
*< Of er his agonized soul. 
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«* And beamM upon his aching eye, 

«« Tbofte lister Tisions of the sky, 

«« The iUrs oi peace and piety, 

~." *Twa8 just as when, ere time befan, 

** Ere wakcnM uncreated man, 

— •< Some breath o'er all the chaos Wowi— 

".^* At once the Lord of earth arose, 

*• And, as with front erect he trod, 

♦' SeemM to be only less than God. 

».<< So~.rose De Ranoj^— from the dust 

«' Of sordid, selfish, brutal lust— 

»« So bright the alterM course he ran, 

«< MendeemM him something more than man. 

^** Oft would he climb yon hill at OTeir, 

«« To catch a nearer glimpse of heaven-^ 

'< With moralizing eye to trace 

** The lessons writ on nature^s facc-^ 

« To see, in rocks by lightning rent, 

«» Wrath's melancholy monument— 

** In the gay flower and spicy grove, 

«« The fairer evidence of love.** 

^Then kindling witb ^ Prophet^s firei 

SeisM he his prostituted lyre. 
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Af, anxious, to expunge the stain 

Ofhis once wild and lawless straiD— 

AtMl first upon the listening sense. 

Stole the sad notes of penitenee— 

With tremhUng hand, and stifling hreaA» 

He sang of g^ilt> and vo? and death. 

—Soon rais'd to heaven hiadewj eye. 

Subsides that tooehiBg melody — 

Seems^ then, fair peaee, with^den wii^ 

To light upon hisjoirrowing string. 

—At onee, there bursts upon the ear 

Suoh harmony as angels hear— 

And the glad roo9c, and hill, and flood, 

l^o the notes of gratitude. 

•~Thu8 KvM and di'd th6 holy man. 

And) stranger— vho, with weaiy span« 

Hast reaehM these lonely tc^ert^would'st thou 

Some surer path— to nature know 

Than that his erHng footsteps trod ? / 

— Then— sAiifi hi9 ^mes— but— serve hUQod, 
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*« What, thett, the moralist may siy— 

** And does the superstitious lay 

" Direct the pilgrim to the lap 

« Of bigotry, «iid dark La Trappe 

*« In search of bliss—to suiiless towers 

*« Where fatt and pefnance wstste the hoars 

« Which man demands—to Moloch*8 throne> 

" To gloomy rites — to men "of 'stone, 

•* To the cold cell — and midnight grove, 

<* Where 'tis forgot that « tSod is Love ?' " 

xxr. 

— No> reasoner—tio— perish the lay 
That would the pilgrim lead astefty^; 
To one, sole altar points this hand— 
—The ahar of my native land.— 
..XJhurch of my aires— my love to thee 
Was nurtur'd with my infancy; 
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And now raatarer thoughts approve 
The object of that infant loTe— 
link'd to my soul with hpoks of steel 
By all I say, and do,: and feel-^ 
By records that refresh roy eye 
In the rich page of memory— 
By blessings at thine altar^^iren— 
By scenes which lift Uie^soul to heaven— 
By monuineuts whi<^h proudly rise 
The trophies Qf the good and wise^ 
By graves, t«r 'ever sad and dear* 
Still reeking with roy constant teai^ 
Where those m honourM slumber lie,' 
Whose deaths have taught me how to die— 
—And shall I not, whith aH my powers. 
Watch round thy venerable towers ? 
And can I bid, the pilgrim flee~ 
To holier mother than to thee ? 
And can I bid him turn his feet. 
From ^eWs with flowers of mercy sweet. 
To gloomy wastes, and chilly cells. 
Where frowning superstition dwells ? 
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« 

-^Still— sach 18 tratfaTs resistleas arty 
To heal a Umt and brokenlieart— 
And sueh. tbongfa ^rrapp^d in deep di^jnise^ 
Its sleepless* ooontlesS) enemies— 
That though De Rtoe^*B erring eye 
W06M the dark shade of piety^-^ 
Heard but the thaoders of its lav^ 
Qoeoeh^ more tiian half his lore in atpe<^ 
Sweet mercy mark'd that luppUant^s kneei 
Who bow'd too low her smile to s 
And heard his penitential prayer^ 
And made hiu ht^/»/'-€V^ there. 



5d by Google 



NOTES. 



5d by Google 



^dbyGooc^le 



NOTE TO CANTO FIRST. 



The foUorwing extract from the JVouveau Die- 
tionnaire Hiatorique, %me Edition. A. Ijyon, 
An. xii. 1804. loill serve to give the reader a 
connected vie-w of the history of the subject of 
this poem ; and the brevity and clearness of 
the account has led the author to prefer it to^ 
a more imnute statement, 

** Range (Dora Arraand Jean le BontBilHer de}* 
B^ a Paris le 9 Janvier, 1626, ^toTtneuven de 
Claude le BenthUlier de Chamgni secretaire d'- 
etat et tariniandant des finances. II fit paroitre 
d^s son enfance de si henretises dispositions pour 
les belles-lettres, que dfcs Tftge de douse k treize 
«ns, k Paid^ de son pr^oepteur, il pitblia one 
iiouvelle ^ition des Poesies d^Anacr^on, en Grec ; 
avec'des notes, 1639 in 8iro. D devint ohanoine 
de Notre Dame de Paris,, et obtint plusieurs ab- 
bayes ; des belles-lettres il passa k la th^ologie^ et 
pritsesdegr^sen Sorbonne aveo la plus grande 
distmetion. Xlfutre9adocteur enl654 Le court 
deses Etudes fini, itentradans le monde^et s'y lirra 
i toutes ses^passions, et sur-tout k celle de 1'amour. 
On vent m^me qu'elle ait occanon^ sa conversion i 
OD dit que I'abb^ de Ranc^, au retoar d'un vojage, 
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•Hant ▼oir sa maltrease dont il ignoroit la raoi 
monta par un escalier d^rob^, et qii'^tant enti 
dans rappartement, U trwiTa sa tdte dans un plat 
OD I'avoit s6par6e du corpS) parce que le cercui< 
de p'omb qu'on avoit faitftare, ^toit trop peti 
Voyez des v^ritablea motifi de la convernm c 
Pabb^de Ranc^, par Daniel de la Roque,Cologiw 
1695^ in 12rao D'autres pr^tendent, que so 
aversion pour le moiule fut causae par la raort o 
par les disgraces de quelques'uns de ses amis, o 
par le bonlieur d'etre sorti sans aucun mal d 
plusiears grands p^tils : les balles d*un fusil qt 
devoient naturellement le pereer, ayant donn 
dans le fer de sa gibecifere : M y*a apparenoe qu 
tous oes motifs rdunis, contribu^rent k sod change 
ment de vie. Du moment qu'il le projeta^ il n 
parut plus k la cour. 66^1*6 dans sa terre d| 
Veret- auprfes de Tours, il consulta les ^vSquJ 
d'Aletfa, de Pamiers et de Corainges. lieurs avi 
furent diff(^ren« ; celui da dernier fat d'embrass^ 
Wtatraonastiqae. L& eloitre ne hii plaisoit poin 
alors t mais, apr^s de miires reflection > il se d^ 
termina k y cntrer. H veiidit sa terre de Vere 
300 mnlles livres* po^r les dionner k PHdtel Diei 
de Paris ; et ne eonservad^ tous aes benefices qoj 
le prieur6 de Boulogne de I'ordre De Grammontl 
«t son Abbaye de la TrappedeTordre de Citeau^ 
Les retigieux de ee monast^re y vivoient dans ll 
d^rfegtement. L*Abbe de Ranee, tontreropjid 
ses projets de retraite, demande aa roi et obtiet 
on brevet i>our pouvoir y ^tablir la r^forme. 1 
prend entoite Phabit regalier dans Pabbaye 9 
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erseigne, eit ndinit aa noviciat en 16639 et fait 
■ofeasion I'ann^e d'api'^s, Ag^ de 39 'lit. La 
•ar de Rome lai ajant accord^ des expeditions 
»ur r^tabUr I'atist6rit6 dans so^ abbaye, il ex- 
n*ta si vivement ses religieux, que la plupaK 
nbrass^rent la nouTelle i-^gie. L^abbu de Rane& 
It vonlu faire (hins tons les nioimtt^re s de l*or- 
e de Citeaux ee qii*il avoit fait dans le sieo ; 
ais CCS soins fupent inu tiles N'ayant pu ^ten- 
« la r^forme, il s'appUqua 4 hii &ire jeter de 
oTondes ravines k la Trappe. Ce monast^re 
prit en efTet une nouvelle vie CQntinuelleroeot 
nsacres aux travail des m»1ns, k la pri^i*e et 
X atisterit^s les plus eflVayantes, les religieux y 
trac^rent Timage des anciens solitaires de la 
h^baYde. Ce monast^re fit sentir non seulc- 
cnt aux cGBors les plus tildes, jusqu*k quel point 
»e foi vive et ardcnte peirt nous rendres oli^ret 
B privations les plus rigou ileuses ; * niais il offrit 
I simple philosophic, <litd^ A lembert une mati^re 
tcrr^ssaute de r^fleetions profonde sur le n^ant 
t I'ambition et de la gloire, les consolitions de la 
traite, et le bonheur de Tobscurit^.' Le ri* 
rraateur des religieux de la Trappe, voalant 
I detacher enti^reroent des choses trrres« 
OS, les priva des amuscroens les plus per- 
is. L'^tude leur fut inteiilite ; la lecture 
t rEcritnre Sainte et de quelques Traitcs de 
orale, ToHk toute la science qu'il disoit leur 
mveoir. Pour appnyer son i<l6e, il publia son 
'rmt^ de la •aintet^ et des devoirs de I'^tat 
ionastiqite : oturrage qui causa one dispute enhc 
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Paust^re r^formateur, et le doux et savant Ma* 
billon. Cette guerre ayant 6te calni6e, il fallot 
qu*jl soutlut une aatre avec les partisans iJ^Ar- 
nauld II ^crivit sur la mort de cet homme 
illustre, une Lettre k TAUW Nicaisc, dans !»• 
quelle il se permettoit des i-^flections qui d^plti* 
rent. Enjin^ disoit il, voila JIf. Arnault mort; 
apres avoir, poussi sa carriere atissi loin gu'il 
<i pUf il d fallu q\Celle se toit terminSe. Quoi 
qu'on (Use, voila bien dea qtiestions Jtnies, La 
liberte qu'il sedonnade re9evoir des reUg;ieuxdes 
autres ordres presquetoujoursmalgr^ leurssupe* 
rieurs, kii fit un grand nombrc d*enncinis, d'autant 
l^lns qu'i^ avoit peint avec des traKs fort vifs la 
corruption des autres cloitres, ct la perfection du 
s'.cn, L'abl)6 de la Trappe, accab'6 de inlrrmit^s, 
crut devoir se d^mettre de son abbaye, Le rd 
lui luissa le choix du sujet^ et il nomn^a Dom 
Zozime, qiii mpurut peu de terns apr6s, Dsm 
Gervaise qui lui succ^da>) mit le trouble dans U 
inaison de la Trappe. It inspiroit aux religieox 
un nouvel esprit, oppos^ k celuideVancien Abbe* 
qui ayaiit ^ouv^ ie moy en d''obtenir sa de demissios 
la fit rera|ttre entre les mains du roi. Le nouvel 
Abbe, sufpris et irrit6, coumt k la cour, noircit 
l'Abb6 de Ranc^ ; mais malgr6 ses maniBuvres, 
Dora Jacques de la cour obtint sa place* La P&ix 
a) ant ^t6 rendue k la Trappe, le pieux reforms* 
teur mourut tranquiUe, le 26 Octobre, 1700, k74 
ans. II expira oouch^ wir la cendre et sur la 
paille, en presence de l*6vfeque de S^s et de 
toute sa communaut^. Lorsqu'il fut pr^s 4le 
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rendre les derniers soupirs, on \\i\ presenta un 
erucifix» qu'il embrassa avec tous les sentimens 
de la pi^td la plus tendre. II baisea Ptiiiage da 
Christ et la t^te de mart plae^e aux pied de la 
croix — en remettan ce signe respectable entrc 
les mains d^au religieux, it remainjua qu'il baisoit- 
Htnage de crucifix sans baiser la tdte de raort ; it 
lui dit avec vivacity, * J^ou^quoi lie bcUsez voiu 
paa cette tete? Bnisez man PerCt baisez aana 
peine Vimage de la mprt dont vous ne devez pas 
craindre la rSdlit^. Ce religieux regarda cette 
ordre corame un avertissement de sa niort pro- 
ehaine. En effet, il niOurut peude temprapp^S. 
'L'abbe De Jiofic^ possodoit de grandes qualites, 
un zdle ardent, une piei6 eclair^e, une facility 
extreme k s'anopoer ct k ^erire. Sou style est 
noWe, pur, elegant ; mais ii n*est pas assez precis. 
H ne prend que la fleur des sujets, et il est beau- 
coup moins'profond que JVicole ct JBourdaloue* 
i^^ amotion avoit 6t^ sa grandc jmssion avant so ^ 
ihangem,ent de vie : il touma ce feu qui le d^vo- 
roit* du c6t^ de Dieu; mais il ne ^ut pas se d^- - 
tHclicr enti^rement de ses anciens amis. 11 diri« 
gepit un grand nombre de personnes de quailit^t 
et les lettres qu'il ^criyoit continuellement en 
r^ponse aux leurs, occupy rent une partie de sa 
vie. Oh a dit * qu'il s^oK dispenses com me 16- 
gislateur, de la toi qui force eeux qui vivent dan» 
le tombeau de la Trappe dlgnorer ce qui se passe 
iur la terre ;' mais on peut dire pour I'excuser^ 
que sa place Tobligeoit k ces relations, et qu'oa 
s'e^ servit souvent pour ramener^ les personue* 
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da monde dans le roie du salut. On ne peut 
cependant 8'emp6chcr de reconnoitre dans ses 
d^mar hes les plus louables un air d'ostentation 
que la pi^t6 raodeste ^vi*e ordinairement avec 
«oin. Ses amis et Ini voulant trop occuper le 
public de la Trappe, firent gi-aver tout ce qm 
concernoit les batimens, les travaox, les exei-eiaes 
de ce monast^re. On peignit, oa grava \'AhU, 
et Ton frappa des medailles en son honneur. On 
ade lui : i. line traduction FransaisedescEuvres 
de St. DorotMe, 1686, in 8vx). II. Explication 
«ur la r^glede St. BenoU, in 12rao. Ill ^dttf^i 
des obligations des Chretiens. IV. Reflexions 
morales sur les quatres EvangHes, 4 to!s. in 
12mo. etdcs Conferences sur le mfeitie siijet, 
aussi, en quatie vol. V. Instructions et Ma^ 
mes in l2mo. VL Conduite chretienne, com- 
pos^e pour Mad. de Guise, in Hfno. VII. Un 
grand norabre de LettresSpirittielles, en 2 vols, 
•n 12mo. Elles ne renferment pas k beaucoup 
pr^s toutes celles qu'il k 6criteb. II etoit en rela. 
tion ^ec un grand nombre d^ecrivains, * et il ne 
roanquoit pas, dit d*^vngni de les payer d*&n 
compliment fort gracieux, lorsqu'Jlslui envoyoieot 
leurs ouvrages.' VIU. Plusieurs Ecrits au sujet 
des Etudes monastiques. IX. Helations dela 
vie et de la rrtort de quelques religeux de la 
Trappe, en 4 toIs. in l2rao. aux qu'elles on en k 
ensmte ajout^ deux. X. Les ConstituHom et les 
riglements de la Trappe, ITOI, 2 vols, in 12mo. 
&I. De la saintetS des devoirs de V^ftat Mk- 
uastigue, 16«3, 2 voU. in 4to, Avec des EcUtif 
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cUsenieiia sur ce liTre, 1695, in 4to. Voyez lea 
vies de 1' Abb6 de Ranc^^ compos^es ^avMaupem 
par MarsolUer, et par Dom le Mun. ConsuUez 
ausi t^poloffie de Ranc^, par Dom Gervaite, 
contre ce qu'en ditDom Vincent ThtulUer, dans 
son Bisioire de la contestation exoit^e au aujet 
des Etudes A^onastiques, au tome premier des 
ceuvres posthumes de Thi^rri Ruinart et Jean 
Mabillon. II y kquelques bonnes reflections dans 
cette Apologie, mais trop de hauteur et de vi- 
Tacit^. Voyez III Neveti." 
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« Laura's corpseivatthere^'-^St.XXlV.p.TT. 

Jis the authenticity of this fact in the life of Ik 
Ranc^ has recently been disputed by the 
leaimed and cmidid Mr. Butler , it may be de- 
eirabie to adduce apart at least of the evidence 
on -which it rests, ^nd this evidence ia eo toell 
stated in a letter from afriendy remarkably 
familiar -with this department of literature, 
that the author voiiures to give a part of this 
letter 'with its neces^ai^ alto'xitiona. 

** WmjTjwung, I remember continnalljr to have 
heard this particular in tlic life of De Rtitic^, re- 
lated by French emigrants and others. But its 
iraproba' ility led me very ear.y to coosider It, 
either as a mere invention, or as a history of trhieh 
the incidents had dilat -din a sort of poetical ratio, 
on its journey from Paris to Londoo. On reading 
afterwards Mai'soUier's and Dom le Nain's Lives 
of De Ranc^, I found no trace of the story. Soon 
afterwards, Itowevep, I chanced to obtain, among 
other old Catholic books, one entitled ** Ydritables 
causes de la conversion de M. de Raiie6,*' ia whieh 
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this story is given at full length. Thts little 
volume was written by Daniel de la Roque, and 
published at Cologne, in 1685, that is, fifteen 
years before the death of the Abb6 de Ranc^, 
and At least twenty years before Marsollier's or 
Le Nain^s works were written. It now occurred 
to me that, however improbable the story might 
be, yet since this account had been published in 
the Abba's life time, it was remarkable, that 
neither he nor his friends should have contra- 
dicted, if false, a statement which involved, not 
merely his oxvn reputation, but (as it there ap- 
peared) the honour and character of a lady of 
the highest rank and accomplishments in Prance. 
I further reasoned, — that^ even on the very im- 
probable suppositioaol the *' Causes Vc'ritables," 
not having found their way into the soHtudes of 
I> Trappe, they must, at all events, have been 
known to Marsollier and Dora le Nain, especially 
as the story had evidently then obtained general 
circulation. How then wasit to be accounted for, 
that these writers should not have formally no- 
ticed and officially contradicted this story, if un- 
true ?-^Such a contradiction would have beea 
equally acceptable to the house of Montbason, 
and to the Monks of La Trappe. It, moi eover, 
occurred to me, that the very silence of these 
two writers, in a measure served to substantiate 
La Roque* s affirmation. They both admit that 
De Rancfe fell into every species of dissipation ; 
and both obviously shrink from giving any de- 
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tkiled statement of his deliAqaeneies If the story 
was falser it appeared improbable that they should 
not eootradict it. If, on the contrary, the stoiy 
was tifie, it was perfectly intelligible, that they 
miglit prefer silence to the restatement of a feet 
which* without answering any important purpose, 
served to fix a sUgma on two of the roost noble 
houses in France. Truth was satisfied by a 
general confession that he was very dissipated. 
However, this evidence did not satisfy m.e. The 
next testimony that I discovered was in the *Dic- 
tibnnaire Historique,' published in 1804. In this 
work, designed chiefly to promote Catholicism in 
France^ this story, abri^fed indeed, is repeated 
without any apparent doubt or misgiving. Now 
this circumstance appeared to prove that the 
statement^ whether true or false, w^ neither 
contradicted, nor deemed unworthy erf' notice in 
the standard biographical dictionary of France in 
180i. In other words — the story had subsisted 
without substantial refutation 119- years. Stillf 
however. I might perhaps have "continued to 
doubt, had I not found in the « Causes C^l^bres,.' 
a reference to the same story, and the names of 
De Ranc^ and the Duchess of Montbazon expli- 
citly stated. That passage I extract for you 
(Causes C^lfebres, Tom. 13, pages 6, 7.) " Apr^s 
son dec^s elle (Louise de Bados) parut si hideuse 
ct si diforme qu''on ne pouvoitla regarder qu^avec 
horreur. Un tel spectacle est propre a faire ua 
grand effet aur un spectateur. Temoin Madamf 
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In Duchess dc Montbazon? doude d'une rare 
be:iute, defigui-ee apres sa mort. L'Abbe de 
Rancc qui Paiiuoit eu fut si fi*app^ qu'il se con- 
rerlit peu de tems apr^s — c*e«f^ fatneux Abb^ 
de la Trappe. li fit avant coiiTcrsion lea vers 
auivaiis : 

" Nbn, je ne rcrrai phis Sylvie, 
Un sort cruel me la ravie ; 
Au milien dc ses plus beaux jours. 
>f ais jc n'en sens pasmoius le p(»uvoir de ses charmes, 
Et lorsque ses beaux yeux se ferment pour toujours 
Les miens ne sout ouverts que pour vess^r des 
larmes*" 

K is lyorthy of notice that the edition of the 
« Causes Cel^bres," published 1747, is printed 
•* Au Palais.'* In'other words, it issues from the 
official press of the courts of judieaturei Was it 
not tlien natural to ask, — is it cTjnceivable that 
two of the most powerful and fiohte families of 
France, each holding high posts at Court, should 
lofler B fact of such a nature to issue amongst the 
juridical records of their courts of law, — to go 
forth to all nations and ages — and to have their 
names posted at full lengthy without offering the 
raost direct contradiction ^ if such contradiction 
were in their possession ?" 

Such is the evidence for this occurrence in the 
Life of De Ranc^ ; but it is not to be dissembled, 
diat Mr.BuUer has a<lduced conflicting eyidence, 
o2 
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of a kind not easily to be controverted. Perhape 
the knot would, in a measures be cut, by admittiug 
tlie fact to be true vith regard to some Lady, bi\t 
not with regard to the particular individual of 
whom it has hitherto been related. It ought, 
pcrliaps, to be suggested, tliat some part of Mr. 
Butler's reasoning, in vindication ^of De Ranc^, is 
not of the most decisive nature. 

One part of his vindicalion* for instance, is 
founded on the supposed age of the Duchess of 
Montbacon, which is alleged tobave been forty- 
five. Now, let it be remembered, that the 
marriage of Louis XIV ■ to Madame de Maintenon, 
a marriage^ in which he sacrificed all the usages 
of France, and his own personal dignit}', took 
place when that Lady was fifty — ^thatthe Duchess 
of Yalentinois was j&fty-nin* at the death of her 
admirer, Henry II. — that Nmon de I'Enclos 
continued to be the. object of French admiration 
at eighty. 

Another part, and, indeed tlie main fabric, of 
Mr. Butler's reasoning, rests on the authority of 
Maupeao, who published some account of De 
Ranc^. — Of course it is qf importance to ascer- 
tain the weight of Maupeau''s authority. In 
the '* Dictionnaire Historique,"" is the following 
parallel between Mai^peau and Marsollier : 
,** L'hd et rautre Auteur a suivi son char- 
afteitj. M. Marsollier paroU plus historien^ 
et M. de Maupeau plus o?ateur. ^anpean 
pyftche la vie de M, de la Trappe — Mai'sollier 
laraconte. Marsollier inslste snr les rfeprochcf 
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qu'on a fait an verteus abb^. Maupeaa les 
dia^mule, ou lea enveloppe — Celui-oi (Maupeau) 
prend feu pour sen ancien ami ; celui Ik ( Mar- 
sollier) narr6 de sang froidi et sans Amotion/' 

But the author is by no means disposed to dis- 
pute a point after all, of small importance, with so 
accurate and candid a writer as Mr. Butler. That 
the fact has the slightest foundation in history, is 
sufficient for the purpose of a mere poetical nar- 
ration. And the author will rejoice, as mueh as 
Mr. B. himself, to find tliat De Banc^ was, at 
any period of his Ufe, one de^ee less profligate 
than he it reported by some biographers to hare 
been. The exculpation of any fellow creature 
ought to be delightfulto the mind ; and especially 
where the supposed o^ender) though of a difierent 
religpous eommunitv, is a Christian and ad Areh- 
bisbop. 
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' Wlierci ^midst her gloomy waste ofwooiV 

St. XXir. p.l33. 

T/ie folloroing abiHdged translation a/ parts of 
the * J^recis <ie I'histoire de la Ti'Uppe^^ by M. 
de Arnaud, is given^ as supplying at once one 
of the best accounts of the J^onastery^ and of 
its celebrated Reformer, 

'* The Abbey of La Trappe is situated in the 
diocese of Sees, in the midst of an extensive 
valley, upon the confines of Perche and Nor- 
mandy. This spot appears to have been formed 
by nature as a fit retreat for penitence. It is 
surrounded by woods, hiHs, and lakeS) which 
render it almost inaccessible. The air is un- 
wholesome, and clouded by continual vapours. 
Parts of the valley contain arable land? fruit trees, 
and pastures. A deep and awful silence reigns 
in these shades which seems to have been undis- 
turbed since the foundation of the world. It is 
impossible to describe the sadness and awe which 
pervade the mind on its approach to this solitude. 
It is that kind of religious horror which Lucaio 
describes, as overshadowing the forest of Mar- 
seille. What scenes are these, for the mekn- 
choly musings of the painter or the poet ? Some 
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old trees, -whose branches, like the cypress, shed 
{I funereal gloom, and whose leaves, M^hen agitated 
hj the wind, yield a sound almost ominous to a 
superstitious ear ; and the low murmur of waters 
flowing through their flinty bedj announce the 
Abbey of La Trappe. It is very difficult to ap- 
proach it without the assistance of a guide. After 
having descended a mountain, crossed heaths, 
and walked for some time through winding and 
intiicate paths, an unknown coimtry suddenly 
appears j and the"Ahbey,^in all its severe gran- 
deur, at once burstaupon the spectator. You 
approach the first court, which is separated from 
that of the monks. Above the door is the statue 
of St. Bernard, who is represented holding in 
the light hand, a spade ; and in the left, a 
c1iui*oh J which is a hyeroglyphic, denoting that 
In every -well constituted estRblish.nncnt, labour 
should be associated with piety. The second 
court is planted with fruit trees ; at the side, is 
a lower court, in which are granaries, cellars, 
Hables, a brew-house, and a bake-house, with 
other buildings necessary for the convenience of 
a convent. At some distance is a mill, turned 
by water which springs from the pools. The 
Abbey of the ' Maison-Dieu, Notre Dame de la 
Trappe,' which is its original name, was founded 
by Kotrou the 2d, Count of Perche, in the year 
1140, under the Pontificate of Innocent the 2d, 
niid in the reign of Louis 7tli, King of France, 
forty -two years after the foundation of Citeaux, 
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and twenty-fire after that of Clainreux. It was 
erected in consequence of a tow made by Couut 
Rotrott, who, being in danger of shipwreck, 
promised, in the spirit of the times, to build a 
monastery. On his return to his native country, 
he hastened to fulfil his vow, and, in order to 
leave to posterity a memorial of the origin of the 
monastery, he caused the roof of the church on 
the outside to be constructed in the form of a re- 
versed keel of a ship. The edifice sUll retains 
this form. The name of Notre Bame of Ia 
Trappe, is synonymous with that of Notre Dame 
of ' the Steps ;' for in entering the Abbey, jW 
descend ten or twelve steps ; and Trappe, in 
the language of the Country, signifies step. This 
Abbey was renowned for many ages, for the irre- 
proachable lives of its Abbots and Monks; but 
the furv of the civil waw^ the inroads of the 
English, and time, the destroyer of even Tirtue 
itself, introduced into tl>e ecclesiastical bodies, 
negligence and confusion. Disorder began to 
pervade the monastery, and it became notorioo* 
for the profligacy of its manners. The dec^ 
of spiritual life,^drew along with it the ruin of the 
body itself. The « Religieux' preserved no pre- 
tensions to piety, but their name. Hunting, and 
other more questionable amusements, became 
their only Occupation. It was a complete scene 
of licenUousness ; and profligacy may be teidte 
hare reached its utmost limits, at the pertod 
when the celebrated De Rancfe wught a ^ethr^ 
meat there> 
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** He was born at Paris, the ninth of Januarv, 
162&, the descendant of an ancient house in 
Brittany, where his ancestors had exercised the 
o^ce qf cup-bearer to the Dukes of that pro- 
Tinc% for which reason the name of * le Bon- 
Ihiilier' was given thenx. The Cardinal Richlieu 
was his Godfatlicr. Mary de Medicis honoured 
bim with her pai^icuUtr protection. A Chevalier 
of M^lta, even from his infancy^ he was designed 
for the profession of arms ^ but becoming, at the 
^ of 10 years, the eldest of his family^ by the 
death of ids brother, he entered the ecclesiasti- 
cal state, and bc<}arae the possessor of all the 
heneiiues of his deceased brother- 

** The Abbot De Ranc^ was endowed by na** 
tare with tliat eioque^^ and pathos which are 
the characteristics of a great mind — and above 
all he was able to exhort the clying< And 
sarely the power of offering consolation to those 
who are upoii the verge of the tomb- and of asr > 
sistiiig them to relinquish the vanities of the 
world, is no despicable talent, considering how 
low know how to die ! The Ahboit De Rancd. 
a&cr the death of his father, at tlie age of ^0 
years, became possessed of $0 or 40,000 livre* 
yearly income, which was a very considerable 
itevenue for thai time. Young and rich, he 
united with personal fittractions, and those of 
high birth — genius, accomplishncients^findcourtljr 
manners — that charm which may be styled the 
flbwer of society — that rej&nefl raillery whicl^ 
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adorned the Grammonts and St Evremontt* 
With such advantages it was, indeed, difficult to 
preserve that paritj of manners which seems to 
be tlie peculiar fruit of misfortune and obscurity. 
The Abbot de Ranc6 then abandoned himself t«^ 
the delusive vanities with which he was sur- 
rounded — he was little animated by the spirit 
of his holy office ; and was fond of garoingt 
hunting, dissipation* and luxury. Some memoirs 
of that time declare that his intimacy with a lady 
of high rank — an intimacy which has been by 
others delineated in the colours of the purest 
friendship, was founded upon more ardent and 
less disinterested sentiments. It is certain that, 
at the death of thistady. celebrated for her beauty 
and attractions, he showed the most lively and 
unequalled grief— he wandered in the midst of 
the most solitary woods, shedding torrents of 
tears, calling aloud upon the lady, and addressing 
his complaints to her as though she could have 
beard him. His despair betrayed him into the 
weakness of imagining that there were methodi 
of invoking the dead ; but ^ after trying" these 
mysterious arts he was convinced of their foUy. 
This state of mind soon brought on an illnesi 
which had nearly proved fatal. But, on his re> 
oovery, bis melai^holy increased. Time, instead 
of alleviating, augmented the agony of his mind— 
The misfortunes of Cardinal De Retz, a victim Ut 
the caprices of fortune ; the sudden and unex- 
pected death of Gaston in the mkUt of his power- 
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all these drcumgtances had prepared his mind 
for the coDviction of the emptiness of all human 
promises. Disappointed also in the most i>ower- 
fol of human passions, he had the courage to rc- 
■ist the seduction of some amiable women who 
tndeavoured to engage him again in the pursuit 
of pleasure. At length, the Abbot De Ranc^, 
disgusted with the world, regarded it as one vast 
tomb. He learned that important trutfi, that 
God is the only object worthy of the attachment 
of man — ^that he is our only friend and comforter. 
And his soul being entirely absorbed by this 
one gp^nd idea — he Immediately gave up hit 
estate, which he bestowed upon the Hotel Dieu 
and the hospital ; and resigned the presidency of 
three abbeys and two priories, which he held 
*in eommondam.^ Whilst, however, he thus 
disposed of his benefices, he teserved to. himself 
the Abbey of La Trappe, with the intention of 
residing as its Abbot. Having retired to Per- 
leigne, he too^ the monastic habit, to which he 
had formerly felt an' insurmountable repugnance^ 
On the 6th of January, 1ft64, he took ilie vow? 
and then hastened from Perseigne to immerse 
hhnself in the soHtude of La Trappe — ^in which 
place his religious melancholy seemed to be per* 
petuated. There he established the reform he 
had projeeted ; namely, the observance of tlie 
mlei of St. Benedict in all their primitive purity. 
We will not, however* enter into any account of 
hit labours, or of the enmity to which he was 
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exposed. This illustrious reeluse died at the 
end of the century. It is said, that even in hb 
youth he had heen heard to speak with transport 
of the TheJbais and its recluses — who seemed to 
trample the world under their feet. It is also 
remembered, that in his journeys to Rome, he 
delighted to bury himself in the obseurity of the 
catacombs, and to cherish there that profound 
melancholy* which is the source of the most sub- 
lime thoughts and actions. 

*♦ The number of the Monks of Ij^ Trappe is 
considerable ; in 1765, there were nine Monks of 
the cboir^ fifty -six lay brothers. Perpetual w- 
lence is the fundamental rule of the monastery. 
This role appeared of such importance to the 
Founder- as to lead him to tetl his pious Monks 
that to si»eak at all) and to utter bhisphemies, 
were, in their case, crimes of equal magnitude. 
His opinion he maintained by these words, * Sede- 
bit solitarius et tacebit.' The language, of Ls 
Trappe consisted, therefore, less of words than 
of signs. There, indeed, it may be said, that 
one speaks to the eyes, much more than to the 
ears. If any Monk is compelled to break thn 
strict law, he speaks only in a low voice, and says 
no more than is absolutely necessary. They 
have been seen, in t&e agonies of death, to refuse 
breaking this rule, even for the purpose of asking 
that relief which was necessary for their exiit- 
ence. They have no communieation withv each 
other, either ^y sx>eaking or writing ; and io order 
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to avoid all opportunity of conversation, two 
Monks together are never left alone. Sometimes 
diey go to meditate in the woods, and for this 
purpose, they leaVe t^e Chapter house at the 
sound of a bell, and in the most profound silence, 
each with a book in his hand) and preceded by a 
superior; and after having thus spent an hour 
and a half in meditation, they return in the same 
order to the monastery. Whenever they meet, 
they salute by bowing: and prostrate themselves 
only before the F. Abbot aiid strangers. They 
live in the constant mortification of every appe- 
tite. Their food, which consists of herbs, roots> 
and milk, is dressed with salt and water. Their 
only drink is inferior cider or beer ; wioe not be- 
ing allowed in the refectory, and very seldom in 
the infirmary. They go i(T rest at eight o'^clock 
in the summer, and in winter at seven. They 
rise in the T?Jght at two, to go to the matins, which 
generally last till half past four. It is a most 
Btriking sight to see fi^fty «r sixty Monks assem- 
bled in the midst of a church lighted by a single 
gloomy lamp-l-now prostrating themselves on the 
ground— now standing upright ift profound medi- 
tation; and all with one voice proclaiming the 
praise of the Supreme Being. They work every 
day for the sjiaee of three hours, one hour and a 
half in the mornnig, and the same in the after- 
noon, chiefly employing themselves, during these 
hours of labour, in agriculture, in washing, in the 
^re of the stables, and. in sweeping the eloister*. 
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They also occupy themselves in writing, in binding books, 
IB the business of a joiner, in turning, in making spoons 
of box, and wicker baskets. At seven o^clock the bell 
is rang for them to retire ; aQ^> every one goes to bed^— 
that is, lies down with his clothes on, upon a board, 
covered with rough mattress, the pillow stufifed -with 
straw, and a coverlet without sheets— for they never un- 
dress. The furniture of their cells consists of a little 
table, a rush chair, a small wooden chest without ft 
lock. 

" Physicians are never suffered to enter La Trappe. 
The sick rise every day at half past three, and retire to 
rest at the same hour as the rest of the community. They 
assist at all the services in the choir of the infirmary; 
and the rest of the day they employ in reading, in pray- 
er, and in labour, proportioned to their strength- Tbry 
are not even permitted to lean upon a chair-^re con- 
demned to perpetual silence, even during the oight— 
tbey are not suffered to notice what is passing in the 
inBrmary. They persevere in their system of absti- 
nence, even in their last moments— attend the chapet, 
leaning upon the arm of the overseer of the infirmary, 
receive the last sacraments, and return, in the same 
manner, to be stretched upon straw and ashes, and in this 
posture to await the approach of death, surrounded by 
all the members of the community; and, in these mo- 
ments, the most astonishing heroism is exhibited — the 
dying man giving comfort instead of receiving it. We 
must acknowledge, that such' death-beds are seldom wit- 
nessed in the world. - 

•* They seize every opportunity ef practising the vir 
tue of self-humiliation. Regardless of their own wishes, 
they obey, not merely the superior, but even the signal 
of the lowest of the community. They even court suf- 
fering with such eagerness as to practise voluntary ukm** 
tiflcations in addition to those enforced by the rules of 
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the institution; and, ^hat is still more surprising, a 
sweet serenity is displaced in tbeir countenance; and 
their joy appears to increase m proportion as they exer- 
cise greater austerities. When a Monlc has determined 
to take the vow, he sends to his family a renunciatioo of 
his estate : and, having made his professioa, he at once 
breaks off all communication with his friends, and even 
wifhliis relations— thus totally losing sight of the world. 
This .Monastery receives no gifts. But, although not 
rich, it finds means, by a sort of recompense attached 
to virtue, to make large charitable donations No 
less than 1500 poor sometimes flock to the gates of the 
convent— "to whom they give portions of bread, and even 
1 money. When the Abbot hears of the death of a rela- 
tion of any of the society, he recommends him to the 
i prayers of the community, but without stating any par- 
^ tlculars— simply announcing, in general terms, that the 
father, mother, &c. of one of the brothers is dead. 

♦* Guests are received nearly in the following man- 
ner : the Porter, who is one of the Monks, opens the 
door, anJ after having said— »^)eo gratias'- prostratea 
Uaself He then leads the stranger into the hall, and 
goes to apprize the F Abbot, who gives orders to tb« 
Sffook, whose office it is to receive guests, to go and 
meet them. He obe3rs, and having also prostrated him- 
self, conducts them to the church, where he gives them 
holy water— leads them to the apartment allotted for 
them, and reads them some pious book— after having 
laid * Bcnedjcte,* by way of salutation. The fare of the 
Meats is the same with that of the Recluses, with the 
vidition of a plate of eggs. They never give them fish, 
although the lakes are full of them. They read during 
tbeir repast * rimitatlon,* or some work of the same 
Bature. The guests are seldom admitted to the Refecto- 
ry, for fear they should distract the attei^ion of the 
inoaks, and introduce the spirit of the world; a spirit <o 
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opposite to that by which thi* assembly of Christian Phi- 
Icsophera is animated. 

*' I forgot to say that there arc verses inscribed in many 
parts of Uie cloisters. One is tempted to believe, that 
these good monks have carried their humility and coo- 
tempt of the art of pleasing to such an extent, as to 
choose the w orst verses for these inscriptions. The fol- 
lowing iBscription. placed over the door of the Refecto- 
ry, is a specimen of the rest : 

' Quelqu' herbe cuite au sel, avec uri pea de pain 
Est le seul mets qu'on sert, en tous temps, sur la table; 
Cast bien peu : nials le corps ne sens pas qu'U a faim, 

Quand le cccur vit, et se seat plein 
De I'amourd'un object infiuiment aimable.' 

" And since some persons, who do not think verf 
profoundly, are apt vehemently to exclaim against an 
institution in which human nature seems to be always 
at war with herself— where she is stifled and aam'hila- 
ted by the excessive austerities of unheard of mortifica- 
tions, I will take the liberty of noticing these objec- 
tions. La Trappe would certainly be too austere, ift 
in this, as in other religious orders, they only admit- 
ted young people, who, either from inclination or in*>- 
lence, were tempted to embrace the monastic life. Bot 
. La Trappe is peculiarly a house of refuge for those who 
have lived disorderly lives, and are tormented by tn 
evil conscience Contemplated in this point of view, 
this foundation may be considered as one of the most 
wise and useful of the constitoted orders. SveD, in^ 
pendent of religion, let us regard it only by tb© light of 
reason. It has been at all times a custom amongtt the 
Egyptians, the Greeks, and Romans, and, indeed, i- 
mongst all people, and in tdi religions, to establish ex- 
piatory asylums— and certainly an asyluiDf where the 
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crimiDal, touched with remorse for his crimes, may 
throw himself into the arms of a merciful God— where 
the vehemence of humiliation may contribute to atone 
for bis crimes —and where, in a word, the penitent may 
come to enjoy the hope of one day inheriting the re- 
ward of the righteous— such an establishment, I say, 
oujht to commafKl the esteem and veneration of man- 
kind. I had nearly stated a solemn truth — what mor- 
tal is there, ivho shall dare to assert, that he himself 
may not one day become criminal, and himself desir« 
to take refuge in this asylum of expiation.'* 



This history ia given, of course, 'without any 
intention of subscribing to its religious doctrines^ 
or to its reasoning in defence of the institution. 
Whilst, however, the author more than doubts 
the expediency of such institutions ; and whilst 
he cannot hesitate to condemn a scheme of the- 
ology, in which the penitent is shut out from the 
common duties of life, and is taught to offer, by 
the severities of one period of life, a sort of ex- 
piation for the offences of another — he cannot 
but feel the highest adroh-ation of the piety of 
many of these devout recluses; and knows few 
works better calculated to awaken devotional 
feelings than the Relation de la vie, &c. de 
quelques religieux de l*Abbaye de la Trappe. It 
k a matter of surprise that those who appear 
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theoretically to set so little value upon tbe atone- 
ment of a Saviour, should practically iove and 
serve Him as they in many instances appear to 
liave done. 



THE END. 



•<A^ 
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